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WHEIV  THE 


Without  apology  and  without 
shame,  men  are  praying  now! 


THIS  nation  is  doing  a  lot  of  things  it 
didn't  think  it  would  be  doing  five 
years  ago.  American  civilians  are  going 
without  gasoline,  doing  without  butter  and 
oranges,  saving  old  paper  and  fats  and  tin 
cans,  giving  to  the  Red  Cross  Banks  and 
buying  "Back  the  Drive"  bonds  and  saving 
stamps.  And  we  are  doing  it  gladly, 
eagerly,  and  with  a  feeling  of  loyalty  we 
never  dreamed  we  had.  We  are  doing  it 
because,  as  a  soldier  said  recently,  "The 
chips  are  down !" 

The  changed  spirit  of  this  nation  is  per- 
fectly expressed  in  a  story  which  Lieut. 
Whittaker  of  the  Rickenbacker  episode 
tells  about  in  "We  Thought  We  Heard  the 
Angels  Sing."  The  story  concerns  Pilot 
Cherry,  that  Southern  boy  who  prayed  in 
his  own  vernacular.  "He  was  addressing 
the  Lord  as  'Old  Master,' "  says  Lieut. 
Whittaker.  "He  was  saying  it  with  defer- 
ence and  reverence,  simply  and  directly. 
It  was  obvious  that  he  was  in  earnest. 

"  'Old  Master,'  the  boy  was  praying,  *we 
know  this  isn't  a  guarantee  we'll  eat  in  the 
morning.  But  we're  in  an  awful  fix,  as 
You   know.     We   sure   are   counting  on  a 
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ARE    DOWN 

By  WIIIIAM  I.  STIBGER 


little  something  by  day  after  tomorow  at 
least.  See  what  You  can  do  for  us.  Old 
Master.'  " 

Then  Whittaker  adds :  "This  is  the  way 
we  all  came  to  talk  to  God — just  as  we 
w^ould  talk  to  anyone  we  respected  and 
from  whom  we  craved  a  'boon.'  We  made 
it  simple.  There  were  no  'Thee's'  and 
'Thou's.'  There  was  nothing  irreverent  or 
kidding  about  it.  Men  don't  kid  when  the 
chips  are  down." 

No,  Lieut.  Whittaker  is  right.  Men 
don't  kid  when  the  chips  are  down.  Nor  do 
nations.  We  are  all  dead  in  earnest  and 
there  is  no  bluffing,  no  camouflage,  no  bunk. 

That's  why  American  soldiers  who  never 
did  much  praying  before  are  praying  now, 
and  are  doing  so  without  apology  or  shame. 
From  all  over  the  world  dispatches  tell  of 
officers  and  men  who  get  in  tight  places 
praying  because  they  have  no  other  place 
to  go,  for  the  chips  are  down  all  over  this 
globe  just  now,  and  men  know  it  when 
they  face  death. 

Captain  M.  L.  Vinson,  of  Houston, 
Texas,  was  the  pilot  of  a  Flying  Fortress. 
Out  on  a  raid  over  Germany,  his  plane  was 
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WHEN  THE  CHIPS  ARE  DOWN 


nit  several  times  and  there  were  at  least 
,:\vo  bad  explosions  inside  the  Fortress. 
iTwo  engines  were  dead  and  the  ship  was 
vvobbling  badly  and  losing  height  rapidly. 
Therefore  he  ordered  his  ten  shipmates  to 
oail  out  Then  at  the  last  minute  he  de- 
:ided  to  try  to  bring  the  ship  in,  although 
i€  would  not  allow  his  crew  to  take  the 
risks  involved  in  that  gamble. 
'  He  finally  landed  the  ship  safely  and 
when  he  crawled  out  he  was  interviewed 
by  an  Intelligence  officer  who  asked  him 
how  in  the  world  he  had  made  it  down  out 
of  the  sky  with  his  ship  so  badly  damaged. 
This  is  what  he  said:  "The  Man  Upstairs 
brought  me  down.  I  talked  to  Him  plenty 
— and  He  must  have  heard  me.  You  see, 
the  chips  were  down !" 

Staited  a  One-Man  Ambush 

Recently  there  came  over  the  wires  one 
of  the  most  dramatic  stories  of  a  praying 
soldier  that  we  have  heard  in  this  war. 
It  concerns  Hugh  Barr  Miller,  that  diminu- 
tive little  star  quarterback  of  Alabama's 
championship  football  team  of  1930  and 
'31.  We  shall  never  forget  how  he  piloted 
that  team  to  a  24  to  0  victory  over  Wash- 
ington State  in  the  Rose  Bowl.  He  is  one 
of  football's  all-time  stars. 

Well,  Miller  recently  was  awarded  the 
Navy  Cross  for  one  of  the  most  courageous 
and  unusual  exploits  in  the  war  annals. 
He  was  shipwrecked,  and  for  thirty-nine 
days,  wounded  and  starving,  he  hid  in  the 
jungles  of  Kolombanggara.  When  he  got 
better  he  started  a  one-man  ambush  of 
Japanese  patrols  and  killed  fifteen  of  the 
enemy  with  hand  grenades.  But  the  thing 
which  makes  his  story  fascinating  to  me  is 
not  the  fact  that  he  received  the  highest 
award  the  Navy  offers  its  heroes,  but  what 
I  happened  the  first  night  on  that  island. 
j  That  night  he  thought  he  wouldn't  live 
I  and  ordered  the  men  with  him  to  leave  him 
behind  and  make  their  way  to  safety  with- 


out him.  He  even  gave  his  shoes  to  one 
of  his  men,  and  then  laid  down  to  die — as 
he  fully  expected  to  do,  for  he  had  been 
internally  wounded  by  the  concussion  of  an 
under-water  shell  and  was  bleeding  at  the 
mouth.  However,  that  night  he  heard 
Japs  all  around  him  and  decided  that  he 
might  be  worth  something  if  he  lived. 
This  is  the  way  he  put  it :  "So  I  held  a 
little  conversation  with  the  Lord,  lying 
there  on  the  edge  of  the  jungle  that  eve- 
ning, and  I  told  Him  that  if  He'd  give  me 
a  little  water,  I'd  get  up  out  of  there  and 
do  something  about  this  situation.  Then 
I  went  to  sleep." 

Then  he  tells  how,  at  nine  o'clock,  it 
started  to  rain  and  before  that  storm  was 
through  he  had  his  canteen,  several  bottles 
and  a  can  full  of  water — plus  a  heart  full 
of  new  strength,  courage  and  hope.  From 
then  on  he  started  that  39-day,  one-man 
campaign  against  the  Japs  which  finally 
ended  in  his  rescue.  My  guess  is  that  Hugh 
Barr  Miller  was  not  much  of  a  praying 
boy  in  civilian  life,  but  when  the  chips 
were  down  he,  like  all  other  men,  turiled 
to  God.  "I  held  a  little  conversation  with 
the  Lord,"  he  said. 

Welcomed  by  Christian   Natives 

Not  long  ago  seven  naval  airmen  were 
forced  down  in  the  Pacific  and  paddled  their 
rubber  raft  for  two  and  a  half  days  until 
they  finally  reached  a  little  coral  island. 
Much  to  their  surprise  they  were  welcomed 
at  the  beach  by  a  procession  of  natives, 
who  solemnly  handed  the  airmen  a  Bible. 
By  that  token  the  airmen  knew  they  were 
safe.  And  they  were,  for  during  the  next 
three  months  those  friendly  Christian  na- 
tives, who  had  been  converted  by  mission- 
aries, kept  the  Americans  hidden  from  the 
Japanese  patrols. 

Gunner  Bill  Tefft,  who  is  now  in  a  Cali- 
fornia hospital  getting  well  of  his  wounds 
said  of  this  experience :  "Every  night  those 
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naked  natives  would  gather  around  us  and 
we  would  take  turns  reading  the  Bible. 
I  had  never  been  much  for  Bible-reading 
myself.  But,  believe  me,  when  it  came  my 
turn,  I  went  to  it  with  vim  and  vigor. 
You  feel  a  whole  lot  different  about  the 
Bible,  religion,  prayer,  and  such  ^;hings 
when  you  are  in  that  kind  of  a  position, 
with  Japs  all  around  you  and  you  have 
found  a  tribe  of  friendly  Christian  natives 
who  -have  been  converted  by  American 
missionaries.  We  read  the  Bible  together ; 
then  we  prayed — and,  believe  me,  all  of  us 
prayed.  There  were  no  hold-outs.  We  all 
went  to  it.  Then  we  sang  songs  and 
hymns.  I  thought  we  might  as  well  teach 
them  the  Marine  hymn  while  we  were  at  it, 
for  they  might  rescue  some  more  Marines 
before  the  war  was  over.  So  we  taught 
them  to  sing  'From  the  Halls  of  Monte- 
zuma' and  'When  Johnny  Comes  Marching 
Home,'  but  we  always  ended  up  with  'Rock 
of  Ages,'  'Nearer  My  God  to  Thee'  and 
'Jesus  Savior,  Pilot  Me' — ^and  believe  me, 
pals,  those  hymns  meant  something  to  us 
out  there  lost  on  an  unknown  island  and 
surrounded  by  Japs !  The  only  thing  that 
brought  us  back  was  faith.  You  can  tell 
the  world  that  I  am  now  a  devout  Chris- 
tian— and  how !" 

"The  Man  Upstairs  Heard  Me!" 

Yes,  the  chips  were  down  for  Bill  Tefft, 
as  they  were  for  Pilot  Cherry  lost  on  the 
Pacific  with  the  Rickenbacker  party,  and 
as  they  were  for  Captain  Vinson  who  said : 
"The  Man  Upstairs  brought  me  down.  I 
talked  to  Him  plenty — and  He  must  have 
heard  me.    You  see,  the  chips  were  down !" 

And  who  would  ever  think  that  he  would 
find  a  double-page  ad,  published  in  the 
slickest  of  our  "slick"  magazines,  in 
space  that  would  cost  $15,000,  a  five-point 
postwar  program  by  Archbishop  Stritch 
of  the  Episcopal  Church,  with  this  state- 
ment   under    a    beautiful    art    picture    in 


color  showing  a  mother  with  one  child  in 
her  arms  and  a  boy  standing  by  her  side : 
"Religion  alone  can  give  life  and  binding 
force  to  international  agreements."  This 
ad  was  entitled  "Wings  Over  the  World." 
When  the  chips  are  down  and  we  face  a 
world  problem  of  peace,  and  we  know  we 
dare  not  make  any  mistakes  this  time  as 
we  made  in  the  last  peace  ventures,  even 
the  business  world  makes  no  apology  for 
saying  that  no  lasting  peace  can  be  ac- 
complished and  no  lasting  international 
agreement  can  be  made  without  religion. 

"Plunks  Himseli  Down  on  His  Knees" 

Leonard  LeSourd  is  a  young  flying  in- 
structor in  a  Southern  camp.  He  had  been 
away  from  home  for  a  year,  had  gotten  his 
wings  and  had  what  we  presumed  were 
many  exciting  adventures  and  clos.e  shaves 
in  flying.  So  we  inYJted  him  to  dinner  to 
tell  us  about  them.  After  dinner  I  asked 
Leonard  to  tell  me  the  outstanding  memory 
of  his  year  of  training  and  flying. 

"Well,  here  it  is.  We  have  a  guy  in  our 
outfit,  the  best  guy  among  us,  the  best 
athlete,  the  finest-looking  bird,  the  best 
flier  by  all  odds,  who  is  a  regular  dare- 
devil in  the  air  and  who  can  handle  a 
plane  as  if  it  were  his  own  wings,  who  can 
run  us  all  ragged  in  physical  strength  and 
who  is  the  best  ojfficer,  bar  none,  in  the 
gang.  And  do  you  know  what  that  guy 
does  ?  He  plunks  himself  right  down  on  his 
bare  knees  every  night  in  front  of  the  whole 
gang  and  prays  at  his  bedside,  and  he 
makes  no  apologies  or  bones  about  it.  And 
does  anybody  make  any  wise  cracks  about 
it?  I'll  say  they  don't!  We  all  respect 
him  for  doing  that.     And  how ! 

"No,  you  don't  kid  about  prayer  and  reli- 
gion when,  every  day  of  your  life,  you  are 
brushing   wings    with   danger    and   death." 

Which  backs  up  my  thesis :  namely,  that 
men  don't  kid  about  such  things  when  the 
chips  are  down! 
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Secretaiy  of  the  Navy  pays  warm  tribute  to  S.M.C.L. 
at  first  anniversary  meeting  of  League  in  Washington 

By    HON.    FRANK    KNOX 


|T  CAME  here  very  willingly  because  I 
UL  wanted  to  do  as  much  as  I  possibly 
'could,  as  Secretary  of  the  Navy,  to  ex- 
press to  you  on  behalf  of  the  Navy  its  ap- 
preciation of  the  work  which  you,  who 
guide  this  great  League,  have  undertaken. 
Work  such  as  yours  is  carried  on  in  the 
I  present  war  with  a  peculiar  appropriate- 
ness, in  a  sense  never  so  true  before.  We 
I  are  fighting  this  war  for  Christian  prin- 
ciples. To  a  degree  that  could  never  be  so 
truthfully  said  in  the  past,  we  can  state 
that  those  who  fight  with  us  fight  for  those 
things  which  Christ  came  to  teach  us  two 
thousand  years  ago. 

I   think   that   among   the   men   who    are 

fighting  this  war  there  is  a  far  wider  and 

broader  understanding  of  what  the  war  is 

'  all  about  than  in  any  other  war  in  recent 


PHOTO  ABOVE  shows  Secretary  Knox  address- 
ing anniversary  luncheon  in  Washington,  Nov.  30, 
1943.  Seated  at  table,  left  to  right,  are:  Gen- 
eral Secretary  Ivan  M.  Gould;  Army  Deputy 
Chief  of  Chaplains  George  F.  Rixey;  Dr.  Luther 
Wesley  Smith,  presiding;  Dr.  Wm.  Barrozv  Pugh, 
chairman  of  National  Council;  Navy  Chief  of 
Chaplains  R.  D.  Workman;  Chaplain  H.  C.  Fraser. 


years — certainly  to  a  far  greater  degree 
than  in  World  War  I.  In  my  position  I 
have  access  to  information  which  enables 
me  to  say  that  in  this  war,  to  a  degree 
never  approached  before,  men  are  turning 
to  God  in  their  hour  of  triumph. 

On  a  little  island  in  the  Pacific  it  was 
my  lot  a  number  of  months  ago  to  decorate 
two  men  who  had  just  come  out  of  combat. 
One  was  a  marine  w^ho  had  been  wounded 
while  performing  an  act  of  extreme  hero- 
ism, and  the  other  was  a  Navy  officer  who 
was  being  decorated  for  great  gallantry 
under  fire.  After  the  ceremony  was  over, 
I  chatted  with  these  two  men,  and  I  think 
it  was  there  that  the  remark  you  have  all 
heard  was  first  said.  I  asked  this  young 
marine,  an  enlisted  man,  a  question  which 
brought  forth  this  answer :  "There  are  no 
atheists  in  foxholes,  sir !"  Then  I  turned 
to  the  Naval  officer  who  had  been  decorated 
and  I  said,  "How  about  you.  Commander?" 
He  said,  "Mr.  Secretary,  every  night  I 
pray  to  God." 

The   other   day   there   came   to   Admiral 
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Jacobs,  Chief  of  our  Bureau  of  Personnel, 
the  story  of  a  submarine  that  was  just 
reporting  from  a  cruise.  It  was  her  fourth 
or  fifth  cruise,  and  she  brought  in  the  re- 
port of  37,000  tons  of  enemy  shipping  sunk 
on  that  cruise,  and  of  more  than  200,000 
tons  of  enemy  shipping  sunk  in  the  course 
of  her  operations  in  the  Pacific.  The 
captain  of  the  crew  told  us  that  during  his 
last  cruise  some  of  his  men,  of  their  own 
volition,  came  to  him  and  said,  "On  these 
long  cruises  (which  extend  over  a  period 
of  sixty  or  sixty-five  days)  we  feel  the 
lack  of  anything  of  a  religious  character 
while  the  cruise  is  on,  and  we  would  like 
to  know  if  it  would  be  possible  for  us  to 
get  something  of  that  sort  while  we  are 
still  at  sea." 

This  youngster  commanding  the  ship,  a 
man  without  any  previous  training  in 
things  religious — although  he  must  have 
been  at  heart  a  true  Christian — called  his 
men  together  the  next  Sunday  and  read  to 
them  from  a  passage  of  the  Bible,  and  then 
in  his  own  simple  way  talked  about  what 
he  read.  This  was  the  beginning  of  a 
practice  that  lasted  throughout  the  course 
of  that  submarine's  operations.  The  report 
was  that  the  morale  of  the  crew  instantly 
went  up,  reached  an  even  higher  level  than 
it  had  had  before,  and  stayed  that  way! 

"Men  Turn  to  Cod  Instinctively" 

That  is  an  interesting  story,  but  it  is 
more.  It  is  a  revelation  of  how  men  fac- 
ing the  extreme  hazards  of  this  war  turn 
to  God  in  their  hour  of  stress,  instinctively. 
I  remember  talking  with  my  old  friend 
Eddie  Rickenbacker  when  he  came  back 
from  his  adventure  in  the  Pacific.  I  have 
known  Eddie  since  the  days  of  the  first 
World  War.  Prior  to  this  experience,  he 
was  not  at  all  a  man  of  religious  ten- 
dencies. I  never  thought  of  Eddie  in  a 
religious  way,  and  he  himself  certainly 
made    no    claims    to    being    a    saint.      He 


came  in  to  tell  me  his  story,  a  story  now 
familiar  to  everyone.  But  when  he  tolc^ 
how  he  and  his  men,  dying  of  hunger  J 
praj^ed  and  how  "almost  instantly  after 
that  prayer,  for  some  strange  reason,  a\ 
gull  lighted  on  my  head,"  he  finished  that 
part  of  his  story  with  this  simple  state- 
ment, "That  was  a  direct  answer  to  prayer." 

I  looked  at  him  for  a  moment  and  I  said,! 
"Eddie,  do  you  really  mean  that?" 

He  replied,  "What  else  could  it  have] 
been,  Mr.  Secretary?" 

"We  Need  What  the  League  Has!" 

We  need  what  the  Service  Men's 
Christian  League  can  do  for  us,  and  I 
assure  you  that  to  the  full  extent  of  my 
influence  and  authority,  we  of  the  Navy 
shall  be  glad  to  cooperate  in  every  pos- 
sible   way. 

I  do  not  know  how  the  British  felt  when 
the  news  came  in  of  the  Charge  of  the! 
Light  Brigade.  I  do  not  know  how  the 
people  of  the  South  felt  when  they  got 
the  news  of  Pickett's  Charge  at  Gettys- 
burg. But  I  know  how  I  felt  this  morn- 
ing when  I  began  to  get  the  first  details 
of  the  landing  of  the  Marines  at  Tarawa — 
men  whose  landing  craft  went  ashore  on 
a  reef  five  hundred  yards  from  the  enemy, 
men  who,  under  the  iron  discipline  that 
war  makes  necessary,  leaped  overboard 
into  water  up  to  their  necks  and  fought 
their  way  through  that  tortuous  expanse 
of  water  to  the  beach,  to  destroy  the 
enemy.  There  is  nothing  more  gallant 
in  all  our  military  history,  and  many  of 
these  men,  all  too  many  of  them,  paid 
for  that  victory  with  their  lives. 

Fighting  that  kind  of  war  for  those 
things  men  have  always  held  precious, 
more  precious  than  life  itself,  we  need 
organizations  like  yours  to  bring  the  men 
on  the  front  line  back  to  a  closer  com- 
munion of  this  sort. 

May    God    bless    the    League! 


The  story  of  a  GI  who  discovered  the  source 
of  his  former  buddy's  courage  and  strength 


CORPORAL 
ROBERT  WALTER 


BILL  WIRIGHT  turned  over  on  his 
side.  He  couldn't  sleep.  He  didn't 
know  why.  The  lights  were  out  and  it 
was  quiet ;  the  other  guys  were  all  asleep — 
he. could  tell  by  their  breathing.  But  Bill 
himself  found  slumber  eluded  him.  Alaybe 
it  was  because  he  was  shipping  out  in  the 
morning. 

His  locker  was  empty;  the  clothes  were 
all  removed  from  the  rack ;  his  barracks 
bags  were  sitting  at  the  foot  of  the  bunk, 
packed  and  ready  to  go.  This  was  his 
last  night  here. 

He  put  his  hand  under  his  pillow  and 
felt  around  for  something  familiar.  He 
found  it — a  book,  a  little  Bible.  It  had 
once  belonged  to  George. 

George  used  to  sleep  in  the  bunk  next 
to  his.  Bill  remembered  the  evening  be- 
fore George  was  shipped.  He  had  sat 
on  his  own  bed  and  watched  him  pack. 
George  had  come  across  this  little  Bible  in 
his  locker,  and  had  carried  it  ever  since 
in  his  barracks  bag.  On  the  point  of 
putting  it  now  among  his  things,  he  had 
turned  suddenly  to  Bill. 

"Say,  Bill,  do  you  have  a  Bible?"  he'd 
asked. 

"No,"    Bill    had    answered. 

George  had  then  bent  over  and  held  out 
the  Bible.  "Here,"  he  said,  "take  this 
one.     I    don't   need   it.      I    have    another." 

"Thanks,"    Bill    had    said,    reaching    for 


He  opened  the  Book  and  idly  turned 
a  few  pages.  There  was  a  phrase — 
"Fear    not,    for    I    am    with    thee." 


it.  "Probably  never  read  it  though," 
he'd   added   and   smiled. 

Then,  tonight,  while  packing  his  own 
bags,  Bill  had  come  across  the  Bible 
again.  He  had  forgotten  all  about  it. 
But  for  some  reason,  instead  of  packing 
it  with  the  other  things,  he  had  just 
slipped   it  under   his   pillow. 

Now,  with  the  Bible  in  his  hand.  Bill 
raised  up  and  rested  himself  upon  his 
elbow  and  looked  out  the  window.  He 
kept  thinking  about  a  lot  of  things — things 
he  never  thought  he  would  remember. 
Little  things  like  the  times  they  used  to 
drive  through  the  part  of  camp  that  was 
the  reception  center  and  see  the  inductees, 
still  in  their  civilian  clothes,  marching  in 
a  double  line  down  the  street,  marching 
down  to  get  their  uniforms,  and  how  the 
guys  in  the  back  of  the  truck  would 
always  yell,  "You'll  be  sor-ry !  You'll  be 
sor-ry !" 

He  still  had  to  laugh  when  he  thought 
of    the    time    they    had    put   a    live   turtle 

7 


8 


THE  LINK 


I 

Volume  2 


in  George's  bed.  George  hadn't  come 
in  that  morning  until  sometime  after 
three.  He  didn't  get  mad  when  he  dis- 
covered the  turtle.  George  never  got  mad. 
But  he  went  around  to  every  bunk,  'didn't 
miss  a  one,  and  he  awakened  each  guy 
and  told  him  it  was  latrine  call.  There 
wasn't  a  single  soldier  in  the  barracks 
who  went  back  to  sleep  any  more  that 
night.     George  saw  to  that. 

Yes,  Bill  had  to  admit  it,  he'd  had  a 
lot  of  fun  at  Camp  Lee.  He  had  been 
here  over  a  year  now,  and  he  could  prob- 
ably have  stayed  quite  a  while  longer. 
Maybe  he  shouldn't  have  asked  to  be 
shipped.  Maybe  he  would  have  remained 
here  for  the  duration.  It  was  getting  on 
his  nerves,  though.  He  couldn't  stand 
much  more  of  it.  He  wanted  a  change ; 
he   wanted   action. 

The  other  guys  had  gone  long  ago. 
All  of  them.  He  had  seen  them  leave, 
one  by  one.  And  still  he  stayed.  It 
had  been  different  when  they  were  all 
here.  But  they  were  "over  there"  some- 
where now.  For  some  reason,  that's 
where  he  wanted  to  be  too,  out  there  with 
them.  No  use  kidding  himself,  though, 
he  was  scared  to  go.  They  had  been 
scared  and  so  was  he.  He  liked  this 
thing  called  living,  and  there  was  a  lot 
out  there  that  could  change  it.  Sure,  he 
was  scared  to  go,  but  there  was  another 
feeling  too,  a  sort  of  bigger  feeling.  It 
had  to  do  with  the  pals  he'd  known,  and 
who  now  were  gone.  Gone  where?  Where 
were  they?  Perhaps  some  of  them  were 
dead.  If  so,  the  question  persisted  even 
more:  Where  were  theyf  They'd  gone 
out — destination  unknown.  It  was  that 
unknown  part  that  troubled  him   now. 

There  had  been  Dick  and  Piney  and 
Killer  and  Jack.  A  lot  more,  but  they 
— along  with  George — were  the  most  im- 
portant.    George  was'  a   friend  of  every- 


body. The  boys  all  liked  him.  Often  he 
would  hear  them  say  to  each  other, 
"There's  a  right  guy." 

The  window  was  wide  open  and  the 
air  was  cold.  It  was  January.  The  moon 
was  bright  and  the  stars  were  out.  The 
guard  came  walking  down  the  road;  he 
stopped,  turned  up  his  collar,'  changed 
his  rifle  to  the  left  shoulder  and  walked  on. 

Bill  remembered  the  nights  when  George 
used  to  come  in.  It  was  always  the  same, 
regardless  of  how  late  it  happened  to  be. 
George  would  undress,  hang  up  his 
clothes,  and  crawl  into  bed.  Then  he 
would  reach  under  his  pillow  and  get  his 
Bible.  He  always  kept  it  there.  And  by 
the  light  of  his  flashlight,  he  would  read. 
In  a  little  while  he  would  replace  the 
Bible  under  the  pillow,  turn  off  the  flash-' 
light  and  put  it  under  his  bunk.  Then  he 
would  slide  down  between  the  covers. 
And  somehow,  in  the  darkness,  in  the 
silence,  you  knew  that  George  was  praying. 

Bill  reached  under  the  bed  for  his  flash- 
light. He  turned  it  on  and  opened  the 
little  Bible.  To  nowhere  in  particular. 
He  just  opened  it  Idly  he  turned  a  few 
pages.  Then  something  in  it  gripped  him. 
There  was  a  phrase — "Fear  not,  for  I 
am  with  thee.  ...  Be  not  dismayed,  for 
I  am  thy  God."  He  read  on,  and  as  he  • 
read  he  experienced  a  strange  comfort. 
Funny,  he  never  knew  it  would  be  like 
this.  He  always  thought  it  would  be 
deep,  something  he  wouldn't  be  able  to 
understand.  He  read  for  a  long  while. 
It  gave  him  a  good  feeling — a  feeling 
like  you  have  after  you  make  someone 
happy  or  do  a  kind  deed. 

A  draft  of  cold  air  came  through  the 
window  and  Bill  shivered.  He  closed  the 
Bible  and  shoved  it  gently  under  the  pil- 
low. He  turned  over  on  his  back  and 
slipped  back  into  bed.  He  lay  there  look- 
ing   up    at    the    blackness    of    the    ceiling. 
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AFRALD  TO  ADMIT  IT  ? 


\fter  a  while,  almost  aloud,  he  said :  "God, 
[  guess  I've  been  a  pretty  bum  sort.  But 
L  need  You  now.  You  were  George's 
?riend.  I  want  you  to  be  mine.  Help 
ne  when  I  get — out  there.  And  don't 
et  me  be  afraid.  Look  after  me  like 
!^ou  do  George,  and  help  me  to  be  like 
lim.  And  take  care  of  the  other  fellows 
;oo,  will  you,  God?  All  of  them.  Dick, 
Piney,  Killer,  Jack.  And  all  the  rest 
lake   care   of   them,   wherever   they   are." 


He  heard  the  sound  of  marching  feet 
beneath  his  window.  It  was  the  chang- 
ing of  the  guard.  He  heard  them  march- 
ing by  and  off  again  into  the  night.  He 
listened  imtil  he  could  hear  them  no 
longer.  Tomorrow  he  too  would  be  march- 
ing off.  But  now,  somehow,  the  sense 
of  aloneness  had  left  him.  He  felt  as 
though  there  was  someone  very  near. 
Someone  who  would  be  with  him — always. 
He  turned  over  and  dropped  off  to  sleep. 


Are  Christian  Soldiers  Afraid  to  Admit  It? 

A  letter  from  a  chaplain  "Somewhere  in  Italy" 


THE  great  majority  of  soldiers  are  reli- 
gious, yet  are  somewhat  afraid  to  admit 
it.  I  mean  by  that  they  have  an  inward 
religious  longing  that  is  usually  kept  hid- 
den because  of  a  certain  feeling  they'll  be 
ridiculed  or  "not  be  one  of  the  gang." 
That  is  one  of  the  reasons  there  is  so  much 
profanity  in  the  Army.  It  is  used  to  cover 
up  an  otherwise  quiet,  retiring  personality. 

On  my  way  across  the  Atlantic  I  was 
amused  at  the  reaction  of  some  of  the 
soldiers.  I  came  across  when  the  B^tle 
of  the  Atlantic  had  just  about  reached  its 
climax.  On  the  particular  occasion  I  refer 
to,  we  had  been  out  several  days  and  were 
beyond  the  protecting  cover  of  land-based 
aircraft.  Of  course,  after  dark  there  is 
nothing  to  do  but  get  in  your  bunk,  as 
there  are  no  lights  allowed  on  the  ship. 
I  was  in  a  compartment  containing  several 
hundred  men.  It  was  crowded,  as  troop- 
ships must  necessarily  be.  Stories,  some 
good,  a  few  tattle-tale  gray,  and  the  ma- 
jority filthy  and  vulgar,  were  flying  thick 
.and  fast  among  the  men  in  these  crowded 
quarters. 

We  were  in  submarine-infested  waters, 
and  the  announcement  came  over  the  loud- 
speaker that  we  were  to  sleep  with  our 
clothes  on.  Outside  could  be  heard  the 
rumble  of  the  exploding  depth  charges. 
Almost   immediately  things   quieted  down. 


The  vulgar  stories  ceased.  The  very  at- 
mosphere bespoke  the  fact  that  many 
inaudible  prayers  were  being  offered. 

In  June  I  joined  an  outfit  that  had  had 
some  very  harrowing  experiences  on  the 
edge  of  the  desert.  Some  of  the  men  told 
how,  during  the  height  of  some  of  the  raids, 
many  of  the  outfit  were  down  in  foxholes 
praying — men  who  didn't  even  know  they 
could  pray.  However  that  didn't  interest 
me  nearly  as  much  as  it  did  to  watch  their 
reaction  in  future  "alerts."  The  less  reli- 
gious men  were  jittery.  They  would  get 
near  their  foxholes  at  the  first  alert.  The 
more  religious  men  did  not  exhibit  such 
uneasiness.  They  were  calm  and  com- 
placent. 

New  Testaments  are  very  prevalent  in 
the  army — and  they  are  read.  Of  the 
many  associates  I  have  had  I  know  of  only 
one  who  didn't  have  a  New  Testament  or 
seem  to  want  one.  For  obvious  reasons^ 
church  attendance  is  higher  in  proportion 
overseas  than  in  the  States  among  the 
soldiers. 

Here's  one  last  plea  to  the  American 
Church:  Let  it  strive  to  instill  a  lasting 
peace — a  just  and  durable  peace — in  men's 
hearts  so  that  no  matter  what  fate  political 
ideologies  may  dictate,  they  can  still  find 
that  inward  peace  of  mind. — Chaplain 
RoLLA  M.  Varndell,  APO,  New  York. 


(it  toA 


»  A  film  actor  wearing  thick-lensed  glasses 
was  passed  fit  for  service.  "But  my  eyes 
are  very  bad,"  he  protested. 

"Listen,  brother !"  said  the  eye  doctor. 
"I've  passed  a  stone-blind  man  as  1-A." 

"Stone-blind!"  exclaimed  the  actor.  "And 
he's  in  the  Army?" 

"No,"  admitted  the  doc,  "my  colleague 
had  to  turn  him  down.  His  seeing-eye 
dog   had    flat   feet." — Answers. 

»  An  English  exchange  tells  of  a  little 
boy  who  had  been  very  rude  to  his  mother 
and  as  punishment  had  been  sent  to  his 
bedroom  to  think  it  over.  After  a  time 
his  father  went  up  to  see  if  he  was  peni- 
tent and  found  him  writing  a  letter.  Sup- 
posing that  it  was  an  apology,  the  father 
gladly  said,  "Are  you  writing  to  mummy 
saying  you  are  sorry?"  "If  you  must 
know,"  was  the  reply,  "I  am  writing  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  to  get  a  divorce 
from  both  of  you." 

»  During  recent  military  operations  in  the 
Far  East,  one  side  captured  the  other's 
general.  An  envoy  was  sent  to  negotiate 
his  exchange- 

"We  will  give  you  four  colonels  for  him?" 
said  the  officer. 

The  offer  was  declined. 

"Eight   majors?" 

"No." 

"What  then?" 

"We  have  given  the  matter  most  careful 
consideration,  and  the  least  we  can  accept 
is  two  dozen  tins  of  condensed  milk." — 
Watchman-Examiner. 

w 


»  Donald    M.    Nelson    makes    quick    de- 
cisions.    And  he  uses  few  words. 

Recently  a   deputation  of  casket-makers 
went   to   ask  him   for   a   continued   supply    \ 
of  copper  for  coffin  casings.  ' 

He  listened  to  their  plea.  Then  he  said : 
"Gentlemen,  we  are  not  going  to  dig 
copper  merely  to  bury  it  again.  Good 
day  V— Efficiency   Magazine. 

»  It  was  the  usual  rush  and  hustle  of  I 
washing  and  shaving  in  camp  in  tha  early, 
still  dark  hours.  One  recruit  turned  to«;.: 
his  neighbor  and  remarked:  "I  say,  Bill,  j 
have  you  got  a  good  memory  for  faces?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Bill,  from  behind  his 
towel. 

"Well,  see  if  you  can  remember  your 
own  when  you  shave  it.  I've  just  broken 
your    mirror." 

»  "Mark,"  said  the  Sunday  school  teacher, 
"suppose  I  see  someone  beating  a  donkey, 
and  I  stop  him — what  virtue  would  it  be?" 
"That's  easy,"  replied  the  lad,  "brotherly 
love,  of  course  !" — Lutheran  Men. 

»  Sympathizer  :  "Poor  little  fellow !  Where 
did  that  cruel  boy  hit  you?" 

Little  Boy :  "Boo,  hoo  1  We  was  bav- 
in' a  naval  battle  and  he  torpedoed  me  in 
the  engine  room." 


"Okay,   chief,   just  hold   it!" 


Giving  you  a  rough  idea  of  the  paganistic  hocus-pocus  attending  a  Nazi  marriage  rite 


ADOLF  HITLER  has 
.  dreamed  up  a  lot  of 
ersat::  things  for  the  benefit 
of  his  "master  race."  But 
none  more  strikingly  demon- 
strates his  fanatical  desire  to 
banish  all  "foolish  Christian 
customs,"  as  he  bombastic- 
ally describes  them,  than  the 

Nazi  wedding  ceremony.  

Deciding    some    time    ago        ■ 
that  the  traditional  wedding 
lacked    that    certain    Nazi    touch — no 
worship,    no    swastika,    no    pagan 


fire 


green 

myrtle,  no  torches,  no  giant-sized  pictures 
of  Der  Fuehrer  himself — he  set  his  experts 
to  work  on  something  more  suited  to  his 
ideas  of  Germanic  kiilHir. 

The  results  of  his  work  and  theirs  is  set 
forth  in  a  recently  published  book  entitled 
"Die  Ehefeir^'  ("The  Marriage  Cere- 
mony") authored  by  one  L.  Lechner,  who 
opens  up  with  this  preface : 

"This  work  is  intended  to  help  all  who 
have  freed  themselves  from  Christianity 
and  wish  to  celebrate  their  marriage  as 
true  Germans,  without  the  blessing  of  a 
priest.  The  man  or  woman  whose  passion 
is  at  its  height  regards  the  final  union  with 
his  or  her  beloved  as  a  festival,  and  the 
relations  feel  similarly. 

"We  are  not  dealing  here  with  the  prob- 
lem of  marrying  or  not  marrying — that  is  a 
matter  for  the  individual  couples.  The  mar- 


riage ceremony  is  not  a  pure- 
ly Christian  custom,  for  our 
forefathers  were  acquainted 
with  this  festival  long  before 
Christianity  was  introduced 
into  Germany.  For  the  an- 
cients it  was  a  family  festi- 
val, and  that  is  what  it  is 
going  to  become  once  more 
for  us.  But  in  this  period  of 
=:  transition  most  of  our  fellow- 

countrymen  who  have  left 
the  church  still  do  not  know  how  to  or- 
ganize such  a  ceremony.  It  is  for  such 
fellow-countrymen  as  these  that  this  col- 
lection of  examples  and  suggestions  "is 
intended  to  pirovide  the  assistance  of  a 
comrade." 

Lechner  goes  on  from  there  to  tell  Nazis 
about  the  kind  of  set-up  pleasing  to  the 
Fuehrer : 

If  the  ceremony  is  performed  outdoors, 
it  must  be  under  a  green  tree ;  if  indoors, 
under  a  portrait  of  Hitler.  A  pot  of  sacred 
fire  is  necessary  indoors  or  out.  Nazi  uni- 
forms should  be  sprinkled  liberally  among 
the  wedding  guests  to  lend  the  proper  tone. 
Bride  and  groom  omit  any  pledge  of 
eternal  fidelity  because  "German  love  pre- 
supposes eternal  fidelity."  Kneeling  is  pro- 
hibited as  "unworthy." 

As  the  bridal  procession  advances,  the 
family  and  friends  greet  the  happy  pair 
with  arms  upraised  in  a  silent  "Heil." 
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Children  in  the  procession  carry  torches. 
The  bride  and  groom  seat  themselves  be- 
fore a  sacred  urn,  while  the  fire  is  solemn- 
ly kindled  by  the  first  torchbearer. 

Flourish  of  trumpets !  Heroic  music ! 
A  chorus  of  Hitler  youth  sings  a  song 
from  Heinrich  Spitta's  party  songbook  en- 
titled "The  Sun  Does  Not  Set  On  Us." 

Then  comes  quite  a  spatter  of  doggerel 
verse,  lavishly  sprinkled  throughout  the 
ceremony.  A  youth  and  maiden  on  either 
side  of  the  urn  begin  to  recite  alternately : 

1.  Maiden's  Ode  to  the  Fire: 

"O  sim-related,  sacrosanct  flame,  leap  tip- 

zvards! 
Token  of  honor  and  purity,  Thou, 
Lighting  these  lovers  their  way  by  night! 
Passionate  love  must   Thou  impart  them, 
Deep    love    of   homeland,    of   family,    and 

folk!" 

2.  Youth's  verse  addressed  to  the  wed- 
ding company : 

"Comrades  and   blood  cousins! 
In  us  the  same  blood  flozvs; 
Sprung  from  one  native  earth. 
Our  Nordic  courage  flows! 
Older  than  churches  and  cloisters 
In  our  ancestral  land! 
Stronger  than  pastor's  blessing 
Holds  our  blood's  firm  band! 
Brethren,  our  Reich  is  here 
Upon  this  earth  below; 
To  foster  its  zvelfare 
Is  the  only  aim  zve  know!" 

This  is  followed  by  more  music,  and  a 
Nazi  uniformed  functionary  recites  the  fol- 
lowing ''lyrical  lines" : 

"We  have  come  here  from  the  darkness  of 

far,  far  away. 
The   suffering   of  generations  moves  our 

blood. 
The  lust  of  ancestors,  lavishly  spent. 
As  welt  as  their  pains  become  strength  in 

us. 


One  day  zve,  too,  shall  go  back  into  dark- 
ness, 

When  the  stream  of  blood  will  have  gone- 
through  us  || 

And  we  shall  have  transferred  life  to  our 
children. 

And  then  they  zmll  live  in  our  place." 

The  functionary  launches  into  a  short 
talk,  complimenting  the  bride  and  groom 
on  "their  perspicacity  in  recognizing  in 
Christianity  an  alien  doctrine,  and  on  their 
return  to  the  ancestral  fire."  The  harangue 
ends  with  the  speaker  telling  the  couple 
that  for  anyone  calling  himself  a  German, 
"mating  is  a  profound  inner  compulsion  of 
nature  that  must  be  revered  and  obeyed  in 
order  that  Germany  may  live." 

After  more  "poetry"  and  more  music  a 
maiden  approaches  and  removes  from  the 
bride's  head  a  wreath  of  roses  she  has  been 
wearing.  The  wreath  is  thrown  into  the 
sacred  fire  and  consumed.  Then  the  maiden 
takes  a  garland  of  myrtle  boughs  from 
behind  the  urn  and  places  it  on  the  b'ride's 
head.  The  myrtle  symbolizes  "the  bride's 
surrendered  virginity,  and  her  new  estate 
of  marriage." 

Two  wedding  rings  are  brought  forward 
on  a  simple  wooden  plate  embellished  with 
a  runic  inscription.  The  bride  and  groom 
place  the  rings  on  one  another's  fingers, 
stand  up  and  come  to  attention  while  one 
of  the  maidens  speaks  these  words  of 
Hitler's : 

"In  women  we  see  the  eternal  mother 
of  our  people  and  man's  companion  in  life, 
work  and  struggle." 

That  about  ends  the  wedding,  Lechner's 
book  says,  except  the  assembled  company 
sings  "Deutschland  Uber  AUes"  and  the 
"Horst  Wessel  Song." 

The  sacred  fire  is  put  out  and  the  plate 
on  which  the  rings  rested  is  given  to  the 
couple  as  a  wedding  present. 

By  such  paganistic  hocus-pocus  do  mar- 
riage-minded Nazis  become  man  and  wife. 


^X^AC/u^Ae^ 


An    address    given    at    the    formal   opening 
of  four  new  chapels  at  Camp  Davis,  N.  C. 

By  CHAPLAIN  EDWARD  J.  MATTSGN 

THIS  afternoon  four  chapels  will  be 
formally  opened  for  the  purpose  of 
providing  a  place  for  the  freedom  of  reli- 
gious worship,  one  of  the  Four  Freedoms 
enunciated  by  President  Roosevelt  and 
Prime  Minister  Churchill.  This  provision 
is  a  recognition  by  the  Government  of  the 
United  States  that  it  practices  what  it  pro- 
claims— or,  to  state  it  otherwise,  it  provides, 
under  God,  for  that  which  it  protects, 
namely,  freedom  for  man. 

This  ceremony  is  a  vivid  illustration  of 
what  it  means  to  live  in  a  country  which 
guarantees  freedom  and  encourages  brother- 
hood, so  that  Catholic,  Jew  and  Protestant 
can  unite  in  a  conviction  that  one  may  pray 
as  he  pleases  without  any  dictation  except 
that  which  proceeds  from  his  own  inclina- 
tion. 

To  Turk  or  Greek,  Gentile  or  Jew,  these 
four  little  chapels  are  a  haven  of  rest,  a 
medium  of  meditation,  an  avenue  for  con- 
trition and  a  place  to  find  the  God  of  their 
fathers. 

Across  the  sea  on  Sicily,  under  the  palms 
of  Guadalcanal,  covered  by  the  sands  of 
Africa,  and  beneath  the  snows  of  Kiska,  lie 
Allied  heroes  who  died  in  order  that  the 
freedom  symbolized  in  these  four  little 
chapels  be  kept  burning. 

The  prisoners  of  Bataan,  the  shackled 
of  Shanghai,  the  tortured  in  Tokyo,  and  the 
hungry  in  concentration  camps,  will  only 
remain  so  until  we  who  are  free  bring  back 
to  them  the  freedom  they  learned  in  their 
own  little  chapels. 
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The  sacrificing  wounded  will  willingly 
wear  their  scars  for  life  in  order  that  the 
life  preached  in  these  chapels  may  over- 
come the  death  brought  over  the  world  by 
selfish  pagans,  now  wounded  unto  death  by 
the  sting  of  vanity  and  the  force  represent- 
ing the  Four  Freedoms. 

These  chapels  symbolize  freedom  of  wor- 
ship. But  they  symbolize  more.  They  also 
symbolize  freedom  from  want,  for  charity 
is  taught  within ;  freedom  from  fear,  for 
neighborliness  is  promoted  within  their 
walls ;  freedom  of  speech,  for  in  them  is 
taught  the  Golden  Rule,  which  implies  a 
respect  for  conscience  and  man's  right  to 
express  himself  according  to  conscience. 

Charity,  love,  understanding  and  con- 
sideration— fuse  these  four  into  one  and 
from  this  fusion  comes  forth  a  unity,  name- 
ly, man's  respect  for  man.  The  Four  Free- 
doms become  but  one  freedom :  man's  hu- 
manity to  man.  It  is  the  ancient  decalogue 
of  Sinai  and  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount 
splashing  across-  the  ship  of  the  Atlantic 
charter  on  to  the  shores  of  Denmark, 
France,  and  China.  Four  little  chapels  they 
are,  but  they  represent  a  freedom  which 
cannot  be  confined  to  Canterbury,  Witten- 
berg, Jerusalem  or  Rome. 

This  freedom  is  bigger  than  buildings. 
It  is  interracial  rather  than  intra-national. 
It  is  confined  to  no  clan.  It  stands  like  a 
rock  when  wars  ebb  into  history. 

It  is  for  us  who  are  here  to  appreciate 
the  significance  of  the  symbolism  being 
exhibited  this  afternoon.     It  is  a  formality 
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to  be  forged  into  our  future  actions, 
whether  we  remain  as  soldiers  or  return  to 
civilian  pursuits.  If  we  fight  today  so  that 
thousands  will  be  at  peace  tomorrow,  we 
cannot  afford  to  let  that  liberty  be  turned 
into  license.  Courts  of  conciliation,  whether 
held  in  bombed  Berlin,  tuliped  Holland  or 
beneath  the  dome  of  our  country's  capitol, 
will  be  conditioned  by  our  carefulness  for  a 
freedom  which  passeth  all  understanding. 

We  speak  of  postwar  aims.  Let  us  not 
forget  that  other  places  of  worship,  on  other 
streets  of  our  hamlets,  cities  and  villages, 
boroughs  and  towns,  have  and  will  continue 
to  represent  the  universal  doctrine  that  man 
is  meant  to  be  free,  that  conscience  is 
personal  and  not  robotistic  and  that  free 
men  will  always  abhor  him  or  them  who 
attempt  to  suffocate  the  desire  to  live  as 


creatures    of    God    should    live    together. 

Chapels,  churches,  cathedrals  are  not 
mere  congregational  collections  of  wood  or 
stone,  alabaster  or  mahogony,  jewels  or  fine 
linen,  purple  or  scarlet.  They  are  sentinels 
of  hoary  sentiments,  protectors  of  primary 
principles  and  worthy  of  peacetime  con- 
sideration when  goals  are  formed  around 
the  roundtable  of  postwar  deliberations. 

It  is  not  for  us  to  forget  the  freedom  we 
have  inherited  by  being  born  into  this 
country  that,  thanks  be  to  Grod,  is  the  Land 
of  the  Free  and  certainly  the  Home  of  the 
Brave.  Rather  it  is  for  us  to  remember 
that  the  liberty  lamp  we  carry,  hallowed  by 
the  religious  teachings  engendered  in  chap- 
els such  as  these,  shall  restore  light  to  dark- 
ened places  and  forever  remain  to  guide 
the  steps  of  generations  yet  unborn. 
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From  our  fan  mail 

•  This  has  been  a  pretty  swell  day  for  me.  I 
managed  to  get  my  hands  on  a  Link!  There 
were  two  of  them,  and  I  was  almost  tempted  to 
take  both.  But,  on  second  thought,  I  figured 
there  was  another  buddie  who  would  appreciate 
it  as  much  as  I. 

I  had  the  pleasure  of  helping  form  an  S.M.C.L. 
in  camp  in  Texas — one  of  the  first  units  to  be 
formed,  I  believe.  VVe  had  a  wonderful  League, 
and  the  interest  that  was  shown  by  each  man  was 
a  blessing  to  all.  Through  the  use  of  The  Link, 
we  found  we  could  put  on  a  program  where 
each  fellow  could  have  a  part.  By  doing  these 
things,  we  were  able  to  go  into  various  churches 
with  our  League  and  give  devotional  services. 

But  for  me  all  this  was  cut  short,  as  I  am 
now  in  Africa.  Until  today  I  had  not  seen  a 
Link,  and  had  heard  very  little  about  the 
League  over  here.  But  now  that  I  have  found 
both,  the  memories  back  there  can  again  become 
a  reality  over  here. 

Though  The  Link  I  found  today  was  an  April 
issue,  I  enjoyed  every  page.  To  me  the  S.M.C.L. 
is  more  than  an  organization;  it's  an  institution 
that  will  never  die. 

May  your  splendid  work  and  your  Link  con- 
tinue to  be  spread  far  and  wide  among  the  fel- 
lows who  really  need  and  appreciate  its  contents. 
— T-5  Virgil  Williams,  APO  700,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

•  After  reading  The  Link  I  have  but  one  de- 
sire and  that  is  immediately  to  write  a  letter  of 
comment  to  the  staff  and  officers  of  the  magazine. 


It  is  a  truly  great  magazine,  and  how  I  do 
wish  that  millions  and  millions  of  copies  could 
get  into  the  hands  of  the  civilian  population.  I 
think  that  it  would  serve  as  a  reminder  as  well 
as  a  guide  fo  bring  about  a  better  relationship 
between  the  different  races  of  the  United   States. 

Especially  do  I  wish  to  compliment  you  on  the 
topic  "Of  One  Blood  ...  All  Nations,"  as  well 
as  numerous  other  good  topics,  which  I  passed 
on  to  my  fellow  soldiers  and  requested  them  to 
read  for  their  own  information  and  benefit. 

Being  a  member  of  a  Forum  here  at  this 
particular  post,  there  was  one  question  for  dis- 
cussion in  particular  that  I  picked  for  the  next 
meeting  and  that  was:  "Imagine  yourself  being 
a  native  of  China  or  India,  reading  a  newspaper 
account  of  a  lynching  in  the  United  States.  What 
would  your  comments  be  on  the  state  of  religion 
in  this  country?" 

I  personally  think  that  now,  more  than  ever, 
the  faith  of  a  nation  lies  in  the  hands  of  Chris- 
tians— and  without  it  we  will  not  be  able  to 
survive.  I  am  very  much  ashamed  to  say  that 
this  was  the  first  time  that  I  took  time  to  read 
The  Link,  and  I  shall  never  forgive  myself 'for 
passing  up  so  much  wonderful  reading  matter, 
all   rolled   into  one  fine  magazine. 

You  can  rest  assured  that  The  Link  has 
gained  for  itself  another  reader,  and  one  that 
shall  make  it  his  business,  upon  completion  of 
reading  the  magazine,  to  pass  it  on  to  others  who 
may  not  have  seen  it.  This  kind  of  literature 
must  not  stop  at  one  person.  It  should  be 
passed  on! — Pfc.  Dale  Bess,  Fort  Riley,  Kansas. 
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SONG    FOR    A    SOLDIER'S    MOTHER  I 

I     Words  by  sgt.  bob  stuaet  mckxight  Music  by  james  b.  cash,  jr.     I 
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By  MARGARET  T.  APPLEGARTH 

Chairman,  National  Coinmittee  of  the 
World  Day  of  Prayer 


THE  head  of  a  certain  great  business 
used  to  say  to  young  men  applying  for 
jobs,  apropos  of  nothing  in  particular:  "By 
the  way,  would  you  be  interested  in  build- 
ing a  bridge?"  If  the  man  replied,  in  sud- 
den surprise :  "Who,  me  ?  Why  yes,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  I  would!"  then  he  was  usu- 
ally engaged  on  the  spot — since  bridge- 
making  takes  all  you've  got  in  the  way  of 
imagination  and  ingenuity  and  long-term 
practical  plans  for  bringing  two  distant 
places  together  permanently. 

It  occurs  to  me  that  some  of  you  may  be 
destined  to  walk  over  a  certain  bridge  in 
Italy,  the  story  of  which  is  an  amusing 
page  from  history.  Centuries  ago  one  of 
the  Medici  princes  decided  there  should  be 
a  new  bridge  over  the  River  Arno  in 
Florence.  But  either  he  did  not  have 
enough  money  himself,  or  he  did  not  choose 
to  dig  into  his  own  purse  to  finance  the 
project.  For  he  hit  on  the  curious  plan 
of  promising  all  the  beggars  in  Florence  a 
new  suit  of  clothes  if  they  would  assemble 
in  the  courtyard  of  the  Medici  Palace  a 
certain  hour  on  a  certain  day.  Needless 
to  say,  they  all  came  promptly.  Standing 
on  the  palace  steps,  the  prince  shouted : 
"Take    off    your    old    dlothes,    now,    this 
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minutej      Put    on   the   new    clothes,    now, 
this  minute !     Then  get  out  at  once." 

After  the  liveliest  commotion  and  com- 
pulsion the  courtyard  was  cleared;  and  be- 
hold, enough  money  was  found  in  the  beg- 
gars' old  clothes  to  build  the  bridge — 
known  to  this  very  day  as  "The  Beggar's 
Bridge."  -  For  even  beggars  have  what  it 
takes  to  bring  two  distant  places  together ! 
And  so  this  article  comes  asking  you  who 
are  about  to  go  out  into  all  thfe  world  if 
you  would  like  to  bring  the  nations  together 
permanently,  in  the  hope  that  you  will 
reply:  "Who,  me?  Why,  yes,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  zwuld!" 

Over  6  Continents,  7  Seas 

There  is  a  special  day  dedicated  to  just 
such  permanent  binding  together  of  the 
remote  parts  of  the  earth.  During  the  last 
thirty  years  the  first  Friday  in  Lent  has 
been  observed  as  the  World  Day  of  Prayer 
in  more  than  fifty  countries.  In  our  rec- 
ords there  is  exciting  evidence  that  such 
bridges  are  actually  being  built  everywhere 
on  earth  today.  And  since  Friday,  Febru- 
ary 25,  will  be  the  1944  World  Day  of 
Prayer,  you  are  invited  to  join  the  great 
company  of  those   who   will   span  the   six 


Number  2 


BRIDGE  OF  BROTHERHOOD 


17 


continents  and  the  seven  seas  in  one  vast 
bridge  of  remembrance  on  that  date. 

We  have  figured  out  that  it  takes  fully 
forty  hours  for  our  observances  to  en- 
circle the  entire  globe  on  that  Friday.  The 
chain  of  world-wide  prayer  begins  while 
we  are  still  sleeping  Thursday  night  in 
America,  morning  having  already  dawned 
on  those  Fiji  atolls  in  the  South  Pacific 
where  the  first  of  all  these  observances  is 
always  held.  Some  of  you  who  read  these 
words  are  stationed  on  islands  in  that 
corner  of  the  map :  you  can  visualize  more 
graphically  than  those  of  us  here  at  home 
what  a  marvelous  miracle  it  is  that  former 
head-hunters  now  welcome  regularly  this 
Christian  Day  of  Prayer,  hurrying  at  dawn 
to  their  churches  to  pray  for  the  rest  of  us ! 

World-Gil dl'mq  Intercession 

A  universal  worship  service  goes  out 
from  America  to  be  translated  into  count- 
less languages  and  dialects ;  this  year  the 
world-wide  theme  comes  from  Isaiah  59 : 
"And  the  Lord  zvondered  that  there  was 
no  intercessor." 

This  service  is  a  roll  call  of  the  nations 
standing  in  the  need  of  prayer.  Hour 
after  hour  on  February  25,  as  the  sun 
lights  new  countries,  other  services  will 
take  up  this  continuous  intercession,  until 
the  final  service  occurs  on  little  St. 
Lawrence  Island,  also  in  a  major  sea-lane 
in  the  Pacific,  only  30  miles  from  the  Arctic 
Circle,  and  30  miles  from  the  International 
Date-Line. 

From  this  little  ice-bound  island,  although 
it  is  frozen  in  from  October  to  May,  and 
shrouded  in  the  continual  gloom  of  north- 
ern night,  there  is  an  annual  bridge  of 
amazing  beauty  built  to  the  rest  of  the 
earth !  Every  year  the  people  of  St. 
Lawrence  Island  bind  themselves  more 
permanently  to  some  group  of  faraway 
people.  In  1942  they  decided  to  do  this 
by  way  of  their  offering :  they  tried  to  dis- 


cover earth's  most  needy  and  uncomfortable 
folks,  deciding  at  last  on  the  migrants  in 
the  United  States,  who,  they  had  heard, 
must  wander  from  crop  to  crop  and  from 
farm  to  farm,  picking  vegetables  from  year's 
end  to  year's  end — ^homeless,  friendless, 
schooUess,  churchless.  They  found  it 
quite  impossible  to  accept  the  safety  and 
comfort  of  their  own  meagre  frozen  dwell- 
ings unless  they  reached  out  toward  three 
million  uprooted  aimless  children  of  their 
God !  And  last  year  one  man  made  a 
bridge  all  his  own :  for  out  of  the  Arctic 
night  comes  word  that  Nick  Wangitilian, 
hunter,  had  given  a  magnificent  white  fox 
pelt,  valued  at  $75,  as  his  share  in  binding 
mankind  together  on  the  World  Day  of 
Prayer. 

Our  files  contain  a  further  dramatic 
gesture  of  friendship.  In  Athens,  in  1940, 
a  large  congregation  of  Greeks,  Armenians 
and  English,  worshiping  together  in  the 
cathedral,  voted  to  send  their  Day  of 
Prayer  offering  to  earthquake  sufferers  in 
Turkey — this  in  spite  of  their  vivid  mem- 
ory of  Turkish  atrocities  to  Greeks  and 
Armenians  during  the  last  war.  This 
wave  of  warm  sympathy  was  their  bridge 
of  forgiveness !  And  now  in  1943,  see  that 
bridge  suddenly  extending  from  Turkey 
back  toward  Greece  where  hundreds  of 
starving   people    die    daily    in   the   streets. 

Turkey  Sets  an  Example! 

While  England  and  America  debated  at 
too  great  length  whether  food  ships  might 
not  benefit  the  Axis,  non-Christian  Turkey 
began  sending  such  shipments — unable  to 
abide  the  thought  of  the  gnawing  hunger 
of  such  near  neighbors,  war  or  no  war. 
A  cable  swung  out  into  space  until  another 
shore  is  touched,  another  communication 
laid  down  across  which  the  love  of  man 
toward  man  may  pass — without  space  lines 
or  race  lines  or  date  lines. 

Often   the   more   primitive   people   sense 
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the  beauty  and  strength  of  this  bridge  of 
brotherhood  with  keener  enjoyment  than 
those  of  us  who  feel  we  are  sophisticated. 
A  recent  letter  tells  of  the  African*  chief- 
tain who  saw  his  first  sewing  class  and  then 
prayed:  "O  Lord,  you  be  needle  and  I'll  be 
the  cotton  thread!  You  go  through  first, 
and  I'll  come  along  close  after  You!" 
There  you  see  the  bridge,  uniting  together 
parts  hitherto  unbounded. 

A  woman  in  the  Belgian  Congo  described 
all  of  us  on  the  last  Day  of  Prayer  when 
she  said :  "Now  Lord,  you  know  we  are 
all  mabatiga  lu-asakasaka  (like  greens  mixed 
up  by  the  mortar  in  the  cooking  pot ! ) . 
Do  Thou  please  unmix  us  to  serve  Thee 
better." 

Another  group  of  South  Africans,  hear- 
ing how  savagely  London  had  been  bombed, 
sent  their  Day  of  Prayer  offering  to  help 
the  king  rebuild  Buckingham  Palace ! 

Some  American  Indians,  told  of  the  cruel 
devastation    in    Poland,    began    planting    a 


special  vegetable  patch  in  a  sunny  gulch — 
the  vegetables  to  be  bridges  of  health  some 
day,  please  God. 

On  the  last  Day  of  Prayer,  coolies  in 
India,  seated  in  a  circle  on  their  church 
floor,  watched  a  crude  map  of  the  world 
being  drawn  in  chalk  until  China  was 
reached.  The  coolie  women,  moved  by  the 
plight  of  millions  of  refugees,  plagued  by 
air  raids  and  famine,  felt  such  a  pull  of 
sheer  pity  that  simultaneously  they  cried : 
"Tomorrow  let  us  give  our  wages  to  these 
Chinese!" — ^wages  already  so  tiny  that  all 
their  lives  they  had  lain  down  in  hunger 
and  risen  up  in  want.  But  tucked  in  their 
garments — and  in  their  hearts — they  had 
what  it  takes  to  build  God's  bridge  to  man- 
kind— tenderness  and  concern  and  the  in- 
stant outreach  of  affection. 

This  is  the  indissoluble  span  you  can 
create  wherever  you  may  be  on  Friday  the 
25th — for  you  too  are  a  living  link  in  this 
cementing  of  nation  to  nation. 


Ou^  cMe^iiac^e 


Mif.  PUd 


By  Pfc.  Samuel  V.  Butler 
APO,  San  Francisco,  Calif. 

For  such  as  this 

Men  lie  in  Flanders'  dust. 
That  we  might  live 

To  glorify  their  trust. 

For  such  as  this 

Men,  like  the  gods  of  time, 
Rise  to  nczv  heights 

With  deeds  and  thoughts  sublime. 

For  love  of  this 

Our  fathers  zvorked  and  fought; 
Upon   these  principles 

Our  heritage  ivas  zvrought. 

For  this  we  live 

And  thank  our  God  on  high; 
This  is  otir  heritage 

For  which  men  fight  and  die. 


By  Seaman  Bill  Foster 
U.  S.  S.  -Schroeder 

Christ  Jesus,  hold  my  hand 
While  on   the  troubled  sea. 

Thy  love  has  made  me  stand; 
ril  chart  my  course  by  Thee. 

Christ  Jesus,  speak  to  me 
And  cheer  me  to  the  goal. 

As  once  on  Galilee 

To  Peter's  eager  soul. 

Christ  Jesus,  keep  vte  sure 
That  Thou  art  by  my  side. 

Thine  anchor  is  secure 

Where  hope  and  strength  abide. 

Christ  Jesus,  give  me  sight 
Until  the  storm  has  passed; 

For  Thou  canst  shozu  the  light 
To  steer  me  home  at  last. 
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"I've  been 
..  ^«es  a  certain  g«°"^,    ^,   lawn 
..-poR  twelve  ve«-    ^'^  „„,„,  ^'-^'^l  „?W-'  "  *° 

r  iorgetting   '°  ^*';^  ^°„^  whether  to  adrmt  my 
„ower.    Novf/f^^^vm  opposed  to   ern.  ^5  ii,i„g 

adopt  the  at.rmd^*°^^^^i.^^,,,„dem*^       ^^^^^   ,„„ 
There  are  <=«'^"      j     ;„  the   game,  wrl'   ?         ,^,^^3  js  to 

which,  il  l«°f  ^  -7*e  most  tew^f"^  °  „  vs  so  assir^ine, 
success.  And  °»« J^/^^celuUy.  Alter  ^^  %,^j,b,„iy  to  a 
learn  to  conless  e»or  g^  ^^  "been  disproved. 

ar.d  such  a  1°^=  °  .^^^^cond  alier  it  ^^-^  ^^^^.^ent  on  loot  10 
premise  lor  one  spl^  ,i^„t  ,tere  rs  °  "^       ^,„„„,  untH  the 

Somewhere  I  tov«  ^^         y  °P'"°"V«  a  e  not  verbal  but 
iorbid  e.P--io- ;^/:„d  then  the  ball^    or        ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^ 
actual  vote  -;°^^^^„„,„ded  on  the  bas^s  o         ^^  ^^^  ^^ 
-""    r^rhafopenly  -pressed  -^:^„,.,d.    ,,.,.  prrde 
once  a  man  i    ^.     .-^elv  i®®^^  l^ii^^®".  result, 

nocence,  ^^^^^^ZlU^'^^^'^  '"'^^^  .he  armed  lorces  there 
olten  gags  ^'^^'^^ii, online  ol  servrce  rn  he  .^^^ 

iully  °*»°^'!,tt„d  popular  stead.  ^  BumbecVs 

comlortless  arms,  ^^^  „i3e 

excuses  .  •  ■  ,.„gged,  P°'*^7^„„sty  and  grin  and 

Betore  any  ««f   °\„  ,i,e  sunlight  ot  honestj  ^^^^ 

here?"    Thaf=  f  J^MaJO  Corn«« 
U„e.    Try  it  and  see. 


HE  slipped  into  the  chaplain's  tent 
quietly,  almost  without  waiting  for 
an  invitation.  When  the  chaplain  looked 
up  this  soldier  was  studying  him  with 
thought-clouded  eyes. 

"Sit  down/'   invited  the  chaplain  kindly. 

"Sir,  I  have  a  question  I  must  ask  you. 
Perhaps  you  can't  answer  it.  Perhaps  no 
one  can  answer  it." 

"I   can  try."     The  chaplain's  voice  was 

quiet. 

"You  went  with  us  through  the  battle  of 
Salerno,  sir.  You  know  what  it  was. 
You've  been  with  us  ever  since  we  came 
over,  ever  since  we  began  to  learn  what 
war  really  is." 

The  chaplain  nodded,  with  a  smile  of 
encouragement  to  try  to  relieve  the  look  in 
the  soldier's  eyes. 

"Yesterday  our  unit  took  a  position  in  a 
little  farmyard.  We  set  up  our  guns  in 
the  blackened  stone  shell  of  what  had  been 
a  barn.  Then  the  enemy  counter-attacked. 
It  was  a  crazy  thing  for  them  to  do.  We 
met  them  with  everything  we  had  and 
mowed  them  down  as  they  came  on,  but 
several  got  through.  I  fired  at  one,  but 
didn't  stop  him." 

The  voice  ceased.  The  soldier's  head 
was  bent,  his  hands  hiding  his  face  in  the 
dim  shadows.  At  last  the  voice  spoke 
again :  "I  had  to  use  my  bayonet." 

Then  abruptly  the  soldier  looked  up, 
ej^es  and  voice  steady  with  a  tense  control. 
"Why  does  it  go  on,  sir?  I  believe  in 
God.  I  know  He  has  the  last  word.  If 
I  doubted  Him  at  home,  I  believe  in  Him 
now.  Why  doesn't  He  fight  for  us  and 
2Q  Condensed  from 


The  soldier  who  had  survived  Salerno 
posed  the  question.  It's  one  that  may 
have  troubled  you  too.    If  so,  read  this 

By  DONALD  R.  FLETCHER 


with  us?  Why  doesn't  He  help  us  to  get 
it  over  quickly?  It  would  not  just  be  easier 
for  us,  but  for  them."  And  the  soldier 
raised  his  eyes  toward  the  north,  sweeping 
Germany  and  Poland  and  Czechoslovakia 
and  France  and  Russia  and  all  of  suffering 
Europe. 

The  chaplain  paused.  "Why  doesn't 
God  fight?"  he  repeated  slowly,  while  his 
tired  thought  grappled  once  more  with  a 
question  that  is  the  longing  and  the  be- 
wildered, anguished  prayer  of  millions  of 
hearts.  When  he  spoke  again  the  thoughts 
on  which  he  drew  were  tried  and  familiar, 
but  deep. 

"Our  God  is  just  and  fair.  He  has  not 
promised  to  favor  us  more  than  we  de- 
serve. If  all  the  right  were  on  one  side 
and  all  the  wrong  on  the  other,  if  we  were 
perfect  in  the  eyes  of  God,  we  might  ask 
Him  to  fight  with  us  against  our  enemies. 
But  we  know  that  there  is  wrong  on  our 
side  also.  We  know  the  selfishness  of  our 
nation  in  her  pre-war  isolationism,  letting 
China  pour  out  her  blood  while  we  sold 
materials  to  Japan ;  seeing  the  little  coun- 
tries of  Europe  snuffed  out  one  by  one, 
until  England  stood  almost  alone ;  and  we 
disputed  about  whether  we  should  help 
or  not. 

"TJie  Presbyterian" 
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"We  know  also  the  pride  of  America, 
who  likes  to  talk  as  if  she  were  God's  own 
country,  God's  blue  sky  and  His  majestic 
hills,  but  leaves  her  churches  half-empty 
and  has  forgotten  how  to  pray  to  God. 
And  we  know  the  hatred  that  Americans 
are  being  taught  to  feel  for  our  enemies, 
specially  in  the  Orient.  We  call  it  patriot- 
ism; but  is  it  right  in  the  eyes  of  God? 
Is  it  a  pure  and  noble  thing  that  an  Ameri- 
can boy  learns  to  spit  on  the  name  of  a 
*Jap'?  That  a  password  among  our  people 
is  the  saying,  The  only  good  Jap  is  a 
dead  Jap'?  When  right  is  all  on  our  side 
and  only  our  enemies  are  wrong,  then  we 
may  ask,  in  the  name  of  His  justice,  'Why 
doesn't  God  fight  for  us?' 

"Yet  our  God  is  merciful  and  loving. 
With  full  justice  He  might  hold  back  His 
hand  and  let  us  fight  as  best  we  may.  But 
will  not  His  pity  for  the  world  move  Him 
to  speak  one  almighty  word,  'Enough ! 
There  will  be  no^  more  bloodshed,  no  more 
suffering  and  killing  for  a  time'? 

"Suffering — it  is  the  power  that  leads 
us  to  our  God.  We  did  not  truly  know 
Him  until  He  came  into  our  world,  until 
He  lived  quietly  among  us  and  became  a 
Man  marked  out  for  lonely  suffering,  for 
agony  and  death.  Then  we  understood 
God's  love  and  pity,  through  the  suffering 
of  Jesus.  And  He  knows  that  pain  turns 
us  to  Him  as  pleasure  never  could.  He 
knows  that  when  the  soul  is  stripped  of  its 


earthly  security,  left  naked  to  loneliness, 
despair  and  the  harsh  mockery  of  death, 
it  learns  a  new  sense  of  God,  and  faith  is 
born. 

"God's  love  and  mercy  is  not  denied; 
it  is  fulfilled  when  He  lets  pain  and  suffer- 
ing break  into  our  lives. 

"  'For  I  reckon  that  the  sufferings  of 
this  present  time  are  not  worthy  to  be 
compared  with  the  glory  which  shall  be 
revealed  in  us,'  wrote  Paul.  He*  had 
known  suffering  enough.  He  had  known 
also  that  there  is  a  fellowship,  of  pain 
bringing  the  believing  heart  wonderfully 
close  to  the  passion  and  agony  of  his 
Saviour.  And  he  had  known  that  as  the 
Saviour  in  triumph  has  gone  on  ahead.  He 
will  receive  us,  following,  through  the  gates 
of  endless  life. 

"That  endless  life  gives  perspective  and 
meaning  to  it  all.  Then  the  agonies  of 
these  years  shrink  down.  In  the  light 
streaming  from  that  new  and  perfect  world 
we  can  understand  why  God  permits  the 
present  world  agony.  Out  of  these  flames 
a  great  host  is  rising,  a  host  of  human 
souls  who  through  pain  and  suffering  have 
found  their  God.  'These  are  they  that 
have  come  out  of  great  tribulation.'  " 

The  chaplain  finished  speaking,  and  the 
soldier  went  quietly  to  his  place.  A  long 
time  he  lay  staring  up  into  the  depths  of 
the  Italian  stars.  A  man  had  met  God, 
and  it  was  worth  the  cost. 


e^^iys 


/T  CHRISTIAN  cowboy  out  in  the  West  expressed  it  this  way:  "Lots  o'  folks 
think  that  serving  the  Lord  means  shouting  themselves  hoarse,  praising  His  name. 
Now,  I'll  tell  you  how  I  look  at  that.  I'm  working  here  for  Jim.  If  I'd  sit  around 
the  house  telling  what  a  good  fellow  Jim  is,  and  singing  songs  to  him,  and  getting 
up  in  the  night  to  serenade  him,  I'd  be  doing  jest  what  a  lot  of  Christians  do; 
but  I  wouldn't  suit  Jim,  and  I'd  get  fired  mighty  quick.  But  when  I  buckle  on.  my 
straps  and  hustle  among  the  hills  and  see  that  Jim's  herd  is  all  right,  not  suffer- 
ing for  lack  of  water  and  feed,  or  getting  off  range  and  branded  by  cattle  thieves, 
then  I'm  proving  my  love  for  Jim  and  serving  him  as  he  wants  to  be  served." 

— Evangelical-Messenger 
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Airmen's  Pra|er 

By  J.  Ian  Fraser 

God,  zvhose  radiance  lights  the  heavens. 
Lord  of  wind  and  cloud  and  sky; 

We  are  called  to  far  horizons, 
Be   Thou  zmfh  us  as  zve  fly! 

And  zve  pray,  in  time  of  danger 
Give   us  courage  from  on   high. 

When  the  mists  of  doubt  surround  us, 
Guide  us  zmth  Thy  heav'ly  beam; 

And  zvhen  storms  of  sin  zvould  ground  us. 
By  Thy  grace  our  lives  redeem, 

Lift  us,  Lord,  through  pain  and  hardship, 
'Til  zue  gain   Thy  height  supreme. 

Mounting  up  on  zvings  of  pozver. 
Speed  zi'c  zvith  the  motors'  roar; 

Thy   creation  rolls  beneath  us: 
Hills  of  home  or  distant  shore. 

Make  us  strong,  and  make  us  faithful 
As  Thy  sons  forevermore. 

A  Soldier 

By  Chaplain   Claud  J.  Mustain 

"Just  a  soldier,  that's  all. 
Training  for  battle. 
Training  for  the  kill."   But 
Wait,   Buddy,   you've 
Got  this  all  zvrong. 
You  are  more  than  a  soldier. 
More  than  a  target — 
You  are  America! 

PRODUCT  of  America, 
Field  and  stream. 
Mountain  and  plain, 
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Factory,  shop  and  farm. 
Home   and  fireside. 
Church  and  school,  the 
Sum  of  all  of  her 
Travail — born   of  America. 

CONSCIENCE  of  America,  of 
Wrong  to  rebuke  us 
All.    A  standard  to 
Lift  before  our  eyes. 
Constantly  shozving  us  our 
Failures  and  blunders,  our 
Hatreds,  our  zvrong  surmise. 
You  are  America. 

OFFERING  of  America, 
Our  libation  for 
Cleansing  our  soul.     To 
Purchase  again 
Freedom  from  the 
Sins  of  imconcern, 
Pride,  neglect  and  fear. 
Offered  for  Americcn. 

SHIELD  of  America, 
Protecting  us  until. 
Strong  of  soul  and 
Limb,  zve.  once  more 
Fully  recover  from  afflictions  of 
Lethargy  and  unconcern. 
No,  Buddy,  you  are  more: 
Truly,  you  o.re  America. 

FUTURE  of  American- 
Only  the  one  zvho  is 
Baptised  in  the  fire 
Knozvs  the  zvorth  of 
Human  life,  of 
Government,  home. 
Freedom,  and  lozfe. 
Yes,  you  are   American! 
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The  Lord  Is  Everj^where 

{"Written  at  sea,  while  our  convoy  circled  for 
days  waiting  to  enter  a  North  African  port.") 

By  Capt.  F.  H.  Woolfall 

Transportation  Ccfrps,  North  Africa 

With  the  rising  of  the  sun 
When  life's  day  has  just  begun, 
I  find  the  Lord  is  in  the  East, 
So,  hopefully,  I  am  at  ease. 

With  the  bloming  of  the  gales 
When  life's  day  almost  fails, 
I  find  the  Lord  is  in  the  North, 
So,  fearlessly,  I  venture  forth. 

With  the  softening  of  the  breeze 
When  life's  day  floats  o'er  the  seas, 
I  find  the  Lord  is  in  the  South, 
So,  joyfidly,  I  know  the  truth. 

With  the  setting  of  the  sun 
When  life's  day  is  almost  done, 
I  find  the  Lord  is  in  the  West, 
So,  peacefidly,  I  seek  my  rest. 


A  Praj^er  for  Today 

(Used   in   a   recent   S.M.C.L.   meeting   at 
Army  Air  Base,   Salt  Lake   City,    Utah) 

By  Lieut.   Littell   R.    Stone 

Dear   God  :    Help  us   to  understand 
The  thoughts  of  men  in  every  land; 
1  No  malice  shozv  toward  those  we  fight. 
But  keep  on  praying  for  the  right. 
We  need  Thy  help  and  strength  and  power 
To  guide  us  through  each  combat  hour, 
'Til   calm   once   more   doth   reign   again 
With  peace  on  earth,  good  will  toward 
men. 

Dear  God  :   Help  us  throughout  the  day 
To  live  our  lives  the  Christian  zvay; 

To  spread  some  kindly  word  of  cheer 
In  this  our  world  so  filled  imth  fear. 

To  turn  our  eyes  up  toward  the  sky 


And  give  our  thanks  to  Thee  on  high. 
To  help  the  lights  go  on  again 

With  peace  on  earth,  good  will  toward 
men. 

Dear  God:    Help  us  to  remain  true 

To  all  our  comrades  old  and  new; 
To  meet  again  on  common  soil, 

To  return  once  more  to  honest   toil. 
To  live  again  in  countries  free 

Because  we  fought  on  land  and  sea. 
With   peace    on   earth,   good   will    toward 
men — 

This  is  our  prayer,  O  God,  Amen. 

M|r  Best 

By  Sgt,  Rip  Rockie  Hodson 

Camp   Campbell,  Ky. 
I  arise  each  morning 
To  nian  the  guns  of  war 
Through  another  fighting  day. 
I  do  this  though 
Dozirn  in  my  heart 
I  know  it's  wrong  to  slay. 

But  evil  men  must  never  rule 
The  world  in  which  I  live. 
So  all  day  long,  with  battle  song. 
My  best  I  gladly  give. 

When  day  is  done  and  shadows  fall 
Across  a  zvarring  land. 
My  sleep  is  always  peaceful — 
Because  I  hold  God's  hand. 

Living 

By  Cpl.  Walt  Cecil 

*' Somewhere  in  the  South  Pacific" 
As  I  began  my  zualk  through  life 
I  thought  the  world  zvas  one  of  strife. 

And  toil,  and  pain. 
But  then  I  found  the  Lord; 

And  nozv  I  knozv  'tis  one  of  joy, 

And  love,  and  gain. 
Gain  because  He's  by  my  side. 
Love  because  for  me  He  died; 
Joy  because  I  knozv  the  Lord 

And  He's  my  Guide! 
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By  G.  A.  CLEVELAND  SHRIGLEY 

Compilef  and  author  of  "Prayers 
for  Men  in  Service,"  "Wartime 
Prayers  for  Those  at  Home," 
"Prayers  for  Woryien  Who  Serve." 


FOR     WORLD-WIDE 
FELLOWSHIP 

O  HEAVENLY  FATHER,  we  thank  Thee  for  the 
world-wide  fellowship  of  pray'er.  From  every 
race  and  land  we  turn  in  faith  to  Thee.  Across 
the  distances  of  space  and  time,  unite  us  all  in 
one  unbroken  bond  of  love.  Help  us  to  know 
that  present  barriers  of  war  cannot  separate  us 
from  Thy  constant  care  and  need  not  make  us 
strangers  to  each  other  in  Thy  Kingdom. 

Be  merciful  to  those  who  in  their  ignorance 
or  wilfulness  oppose  Thy  great  and  righteous 
ways  for  men.  Guide  and  enlighten  them  and 
us  in  truth.  Forgive  our  sins,  heal  our  wounds, 
purify  our  desires.  Open  our  hearts  to  perfect 
trust  in  Thee,  and  fill  us  with  good  will  for  all 
Thy  children.  Teach  us  to  pray  and  work  with 
greater  zeal  to  bring  Thy  purposes  to  fruitful- 
ness  in  all  our  lives.  Renew  us,  near  and  far, 
by  faith  in  Thee  and  friendship  for  each  other. 
And  raise  us  up,  a  mighty  host  of  righteous  men, 
to  build  Thy  Kingdom  and  Thy  peace  in  all  the 
earth.  Through  Him  who  taught  us  how  to  pray 
and   live,   Jesus,   our   Lord.     Amen. 

FORBRAVERY 

O  LORD,  HELP  ME  to  be  faithful  in  every  duty 
and  brave  in  every  danger.  Quiet  my  fears,  and 
give  me  a  sense  of  Thy  presence  and  protection, 
even  in  the  darkest  moment.  Make  me  less 
concerned  about  my  own  safety  than  greatly 
concerned  about  doing  my  best  for  those  who 
depend  on  my  steadfastness  and  honor.  Accept 
the  offering  of  every  worthy  effort  I  make  to 
serve  my  country  and  my  loved  ones.  And  grant 
me  the  reward  of  Thy  mercy  and  love  for  them 
and  for  me.     Amen. 

FOR     FAMILY     AND     HOME 

O  HEAVENLY  FATHER,  whose  great  love  has 
given  me  my  family  and  my  home,  I  praise  and 
thank  Thee  for  our  blessed  ties  of  loyal  affec- 
tion. Refresh  me  now  with  memories  of  our 
common  tasks  and  joys,  our  family  table  and  our 
family  hearth,  our  learning  and  our  sharing  in 
bright  days  and  dark  alike,   our  growth  and  our 
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development  together,  the  laughter  and  the 
tears  which  make  us  one,  the  high  ideals  and 
hopes  we  cherish,  and  all  the  warm  and  tender 
beauties  which  make  home  a  sacred  place  and 
a  rich  source  of  strength. 

Keep  me  true  to  all  my  loved  ones  and  to 
their  trust  and  love  for  me.  Make  me  strong 
to  serve,  protect  and  foster  all  the  good  things 
of  our  life  together.  Draw  us  close  to  Thee  and 
to  each  other  in  our  prayers.  Watch  over  them 
and  bless  them  with  Thy  Presence  now. 

Quiet  their  fears,  prosper  their  service  to  the 
best,  and,  if  it  be  Thy  will,  unite  us  soon  in  the 
great  day  of  peace,  when  homes  and  family 
bonds  shall  be  honored  and  made  safe  through- 
out a  better  world.  Through  Thy  Son,  Christ 
our   Lord.      Amen. 

PRAYER    OF     A     WOUNDED     MAN 

O  GIVE  ME  THE  STRENGTH  I  need,  O  God,  to 
bear  my  pain,  and  give  me  patience  to  endure 
this  time  of  inactivity.  Save  me  from  every 
weakness  of  self-pity  and  complaint.  Teach  me 
to  think  of  life  as  a  continuing  upward  growth 
in  which  each  trial  and  hardship  can  be  used  to 
reach  a  greater  height  of  character.  May  I  have 
courage,  manliness  and  faith  like  Christ's  upon 
His  Cross.      Amen. 

IN  THE  LIGHT  OF  THE  CROSS 

O  ABOVE  THE  CLOUDS  of  battle,  God,  we  see 
Thy  Son  upon  the  Cross,  with  bleeding  hands 
outstretched  in  love  for  all  the  world  and  with 
parched  and  swollen  lips  speaking  forgiveness 
for  His  enemies  and  peace  for  all  mankind.  Help 
us,  our  Father  like  Him,  to  be  brave  and  obedi- 
ent, to  share  His  Cross  by  taking  ours  upon  our 
shoulders  and  bearing  it  courageously  for  Thee, 
even  when  we  cannot  fully  comprehend  its 
meaning  or  its  end. 

Help  us,  our  Father,  to  make  our  sacrifice  our 
offering  of  faith  and  -love  because  we  put  our 
fullest  trust  in  Thee  and  know  that  Thou  who 
rulest  everlastingly  can  make  even  the  world's 
sin  serve  Thy  victory  and  usher  in  Thy  reign  of 
never-ending    righteousness   and    life   and    peace.   | 


"Like  knights  in  the  Dark  Ages,  you 
crusade  against  the  barbaiian,  tipping 
the  chalice  of  the  Four  Freedoms  to 
the  pached  lips  of  oppressed  peoples" 

By  CRAPLAm  RAYMOND  E  MUSSER 


AT,  after  all  is  said  and  written, 
are  you  fighting  for,  Yanks,  if  it  is 
not  for  a  lasting  peace,  to  keep  your  own 
sons  from  having  to  wage  a  third  World 
War?  Some  say  you  are  fighting  for  this 
or  that  freedom,  or  deliverance  from  the 
slavedom  of  totalitarianism,  or  the  continua- 
tion of  the  American  way  of  life.  So  you 
are.  But  when  you  make  peace  these  things 
come  as  naturally  as  light  comes  with  sun- 
rise. 

When  you  make  peace — ^for  indeed,  peace 
must  be  made.  To  quote  Christ:  "Happy 
are  the  peacemakers :  for  they  shall  be 
called  the  children  of  God."  God's  loyal 
children  don't  just  wait  for  peace  nor  only 
pray  for  peace :  they  make  peace. 

When  our  country  was  overrun  with 
gangsters  in  the  backwash  of  World  War  I, 
and  while  we  were  in  the  throes  of  the 
Depression,  the  mobs  were  not  broken  up 
by  letting  them  plunder  to  their  hearts' 
content  nor  by  a  government-and-gang 
council.  No.  The  FBI  selected  and 
trained  brave  and  clever  young  Americans 
to  outwit  and  outgun  the  gangsters,  letting 
each  gang  choose  its  weapons  and  tactics. 


Cowards  like  Al  Capone,  who  chose  to 
surrender,  now  labor  on  Alcatraz ;  despera- 
does like  John  Dillinger  and  Prettyboy 
Floyd,  who  elected  to  shoot  it  out,  met 
death.  Righteousness  is  a  virile  something 
that  purges  out  evil  as  sulfathiazole  purges 
out  infection,  as  Christ  purged  the  Temple 
court  of  the  traffickers  who  profaned  it. 

Just  so,  when  our  world  became  domi- 
nated by  dictators,  their  fascist  and  military 
cliques  could  not  be  controlled  by  Munichs 
of  subtle  threats  and  false  promises. 
About  the  only  stick  the  Allies  had  was 
Mr.  Chamberlain's  umbrella.  By  what 
weird  turn  of  logic  could  one  hope  to  make 
peace  by  accepting  Hitler's  puppet  govern- 
ment or  a  Quisling,  submitting  to  the  in- 
quisition of  Himmler's  Gestapo,  passively 
allowing  our  civilization  to  be  remodeled 
by  Dr.  Robert  Ley?  The  very  thought 
of  it  is  fantastic ! 

So,  using  the  same  sensible  method  by 
which  the  gangsters  were  dispersed,  millions 
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of  clever,  strong,  brave  Ameri- 
can youths  were  trained  to  out- 
wit and  outshoot  the  enemy.  If 
he  resorts  to  barbarous  tactics, 
so  will  you;  if  he  takes  no  pris- 
oners, you  will  play  for  keeps, 
too ;  if  he  uses  poison  gas,  you 
will  retaliate. 

You  are  after  the  leaders :  Al 
Capone  Mussolini  and  his  gang, 
John  Dillinger  Hitler  and  his 
thugs,  Prettyboy  Tojo  and  his 
clique.  If  some  satellites  get 
hurt  in  the  fracas,  it  is  too  bad.  Maybe 
some  civilians  standing  about  will  be  incon- 
venienced. But  the  gangsters  must  go,  say 
the  peacemakers ! 

The  diplomats  with  their  top  hats  will 
draw  up  the  peace  papers  and  call  them- 
selves the  peacemakers.  You  will  listen 
in  on  the  peace  conference  over  the  radio. 
You  Yanks  will  toast  your  calloused  "dogs" 
before  the  fireplace  where  the  old  battered 
steel  helmet  hangs  as  a  flowerpot  at  one 
end,  a  Germ.an  helmet  at  the  other  end,  and 
a  Jap  officer's  sword  over  the  mantle.  Your 
drowsy  eyes  will  cut  around  the  foot-locker 
that    hides     your    blouse-    bedecked    with 


Chaplain  R.   Musser 


everything  except  a  typewriter 
ribbon.  You  will  doze  with  a 
smug  grin  on  your  "mug,"  for 
you  well  know  that  Guadalcanal 
and  Salerno  and  a  thousand 
other  costly  victories  made 
peace.  Some  of  you  will  fer- 
vently hope  and  pray  that  these 
peace-planners  won't  draw  up 
an  unjust  peace  that  will  set  the 
stage  for  World  War  III. 

You  are  the  peacemakers, 
Yanks  I  Like  knights  in  the 
Dark  Ages,  you  crusade  in  faded-green 
armor  against  the  modern  barbarian,  tipping 
the  chalice  of  the  Four  Freedoms  to  the 
parched  lips  of  oppressed  peoples. the  world 
over,  to  save  civilization  from  another  thou- 
sand years  of  twilight,  to  give  Christianity 
an  era  of  peace  in  which  her  ministry  and 
laity  can  build  up  a  world  brotherhood. 
Your  attack  vehicles  are  marked  with  a 
star ;  your  vehicles  of  mercy  bear  a.  cross. 
A  star  heralded  the  birth  of  the  Prince  of 
Peace ;  the  cross  marked  His  life's  success- 
ful culmination.  In  this  same  double  sign 
you  conquer ! 

You  are  the  peacemakers ! 
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i_     CRACKING   'SW^'E     ^^- 


»  The  man  wj'apped  tip  in  himself  makes 
a  very  small  bundle. 

»  Some  giiys  zuouJd  have  yon  believe  yon're 
not  a  Christian  jiist  because  yon  don't  agree 
tvith  them  in  their  prejudices. 

»  There's  a  certain  river  in  this  coimtry 
zvhich,  in  certain  spots,  is  a  mile  zuide  and 
an  inch  deep.  Sort  of  like  some  fellozvs' 
"broad-mindedness ,"  isn't  itf 

»  It's  poor  psychology  as  zvell  as  poor 
theology  to  zvait  until  you  are  looking 
doivn  the  enemy's  gun  barrels  before  you 
begin  to  pray. 


»  Says  Ethel  Barrymore:  "When  life 
knocks  you  to  your  knees,  zvhich  it  always 
does  and  alzvays  zvill — iveU,  that's  the  best 
position  in  zvhich  to  pray,  isn't  itf  That's 
where  I  learned!" 

When  a  man  is  said  to  "drink  like  a  fish" 
the  reference  of  course  is  to  a  specific' 
member  of  the  finny  tribe — the  sucker. 

»  Some  guys  have  such  a  perverted  sense 
of  humor  that  they  don't  think  a  story  is 
good  unless  it's  bad. 

»  A  tough  job:  to  climax  a  bad  life  with 
a  victorious  death.. 


V^^>^-^^/// 


The  following  poem,  written  by 
Mary  Jcaii  Shiirtz,  was  read  on  a 
recent  broadcast  of  the  "Chaplain 
Jim,  U.  S.  A."  radio  program. 
IVc  reprint  it  here  at  the  request 
of     a     number     of     our     readers. 


Son,  there  ain't  much  that  we  can 
say, 

Though   deep   within   our   hearts 
There's  countless  thoughts  we  can't 
express 

When  it  comes  time  to  part. 
Of  course  we'll  tell  you  to  be  brave 

When  you  are  far  away, 
But,  first  of  all,  comes  this  advice: 

"Son,  don't  forget  to  pray." 

We  won't  be  with  you  over  there — 

Your  hand  can't  touch  ours  when 
You  reach  for  just  a  friendly  clasp. 

And  comes  remembrance  then. 
But  up  Above  there's  Someone  who 

Hears  every  word  you  say; 
So  when  things  are   the   toughest, 
son. 

Just  don't  forget  to  pray. 

There    ain't    much   we   can   say   to 
help 
When  times  like  these  arise, 
Except  to  say  'tis  best  to  look 


For  aid  up  in  the  skies. 
For  He  who  watches  over  you 

After  you  have  gone  away 
Will  be  the  one  who  cares  for  you; 

So  don't  forget   to  pray. 

This  Bible  is  the  one   I  took 

Along  with  me  that  year 
When    I   was  fighting  Over  There 

For  things  we  all   hold  dear. 
So  keep  it  with  you,  son,  and  when 

There  comes  your  darkest  day, 
Open  its  pages  to  His  word; 

Then — don't  forget  to  pray. 

Some    day   you    will    be   back   with 
us — 

Some  day  you'll  understand 
That  pathways   leading  to  the  best 

Are  guided  by  His  hand. 
And  though  there  ain't  much  folks 
like  us — 

just  plain  old  folks — CAN  say, 
'Tis  with  believing  hearts  we  ask: 
"Son  .  .  .  don't  forget  to  pray." 


27 


41 


THOUGHTS  01\  "OVERCOMERS" 
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"E  had  such  high  hopes  for  his 
future,  such  pride  in  his  small 
achievement.  And  now  there  is  left  to  us 
but  memories,  and  no  clue  at  all  to  the 
mystery  of  his  going." 

The  boy  in  question  was  a  brilliant  young 
metallurgist,  considered  so  important  to  the 
research  end  of  the  war  effort  that  he  was 
repeatedly  exempted  from  military  service. 
Worn  out  with  a  Cleveland  winter  of  mid- 
night oil  and  fatiguing  routine,  he  started 
straight  as  a  shot  for  his  beloved  Colorado 
mountains  when  a  brief  vacation  presented 
itself.  Expert  as  a  mountain  climber,  he 
decided,  on  the  final  day,  to  attempt  "once 
more"  to  scale  Lindbergh,  The  rest  is 
recent  newspaper  history.  This  splendid 
young  civilian-soldier  of  24,  an  onl}^  son, 
was  never  seen  again. 

His  mother's  letter,  just  received,  con- 
tinues : 

"The  part  of  the  mountains  where  Ernest 
was  last  seen  is  very  rugged,  very  beauti- 
ful, very  breath-taking.  There  are  flowers 
in  profusion  around  a  lake  at  the  base  of 
that  Lone  Eagle  Peak  known  as  Lindbergh, 
If  Ernest  could  speak  he  would  say  that 
there  he  would  choose  to  rest  because  of 
his  great  love  of  the  high  country.  You 
have  no  idea  how  many  people  and  planes 
were  risked  to  find  our  son !  It  is  a  story 
of  unselfish  and  heroic  action.  For  this, 
and  the  sympathy  of  his  friends  and  ours, 
we  are  deeply  grateful  .  .  ." 

Gallantly  this  mother  permits  herself  no 
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tortured  imaginings  of  bottomless  crevices, 
of  a  broken  young  body,  of  vultures,  and 
thirst  and  anguished  "halooes."  When  the 
search  became  hopeless,  thoughts  of  his 
dearness  and  of  his  remarkable  accom- 
plishments, merging  with  her  swift  recog- 
nition of  the  selfless  efforts  of  many  strang- 
ers, sustained  her — as  did  also  the  logic 
that,  "could  Ernest  speak,"  it  was  here 
that  he  would  have  chosen  to  die. 

This,  it  seems  to  me,  is  but  another  way 
of  "overcoming  evil  with  good."  For  the 
sooner  one  recognizes  the  vast  futility  of 
grief,  following  a  major  catastrophe,  the 
sooner  spiritual  reconstruction  begins. 
And  with  that  spiritual  grip  comes  a  pool- 
ing of  all  attendant  benefits  and  consola- 
tions. 

Since  first  I  interviewed  that  musical 
genius.  Alec  Templeton,  I  have  continued 
to  think  of  him,  proudly,  as  the  "unhandi- 
capped  Mr.  Templeton."  Blind  since  the 
age  of  two,  his  ambidexterity,  expert  pedal- 
ing and  unerring  fingers  are  but  half  the 
story.  Beyond  this,  and  reaching  to  the 
stars  he  will  never  see,  lie  the  humor,  and 
the  power,  and  the  beautiful,  beautiful  glory 
of  a  man  who  triumphs  against  great  odds. 
There  is  a  steadfastness  and  a  self-suffici- 
ency about  this  English  boy  that  forbids 
compassion.  The  invulnerability  of  his  , 
spirit,  and  the  overcoming  of  foul  circum- 
stance by  the  valiancy  of  his  attitude, 
flashes  over  the  air  and  into  the  hearts  of 
listening  thousands  everywhere.  Fate, 
where  is  thy  power,  and  where,  Death,  thy 
victory,  when  the  power  of  the  human 
spirit  takes  over? — Mark  Crane, 


Persecution  is  the  reward  of  every 
great  soul  who  dares  to  speak  a  great 
word.  Recently  I  heard  a  preacher  say 
this:  "Christ  was  not  crucified  for  saying 
'Consider  the  lilies  how  they  grow,'  but 
for  saying  'Consider  the  Pharisees  how 
they  steal.'  " — Dr.  Alexander  Cairns. 


''I  AM  A  fOO%  AMERICAN!  ' 

By  l^W^NAMS  F.  ^M{\S{SLV^ 

AM  I?  Then,  I  am  a  religious  person,  for  the  U.  S.  A.  is  grounded  in  reH- 
±\.  gion.  "In  the  name  of  God,  Amen,"  began  the  Compact  of  the  Mayflower. 
The  Declaration  of  Independence  glorified  God  in  four  forms — as  "Nature's 
God,"  as  the  "Creator,"  as  the  "Supreme  Judge  of  the  world"  and  as  "Divine 
Providence."  Throughout  our  history,  every  President  has  taken  his  oath 
of  office  with  the  words,  "Sb  help  me  God";  every  congressman,  every  judge, 
every  witness  in  court  has  vowed  to  tell  the  truth  with  his  hand  upon  the  Bible. 
How  fitting  that  in  1865  Congress  should  reaffirm  the  stand  of  the  founders  by 
authorizing  the  currency  of  the  nation  to  be  stamped  with  the  words — "In  God 
We  Trust." 


A  100%  American  must  also  be  democratic  toward  mankind.  He  must  be- 
lieve in  the  people — in  the  common  man.  To  him,  every  human  being  has  in 
his  veins  royal  blood,  and  is  a  potential  prince  or  princess  who,  with  freedom 
for  proper  growth,  education  and  conscience,  is  destined  at  twenty-one  years 
of  age  to  be  a  kingly  man  or  a  queenly  woman,  fit  to  exercise  sovereign  power 
at  the  ballot-box.  So  that  anyone  who  entertains  a  Jim  Crow  sentiment,  or  a 
Yellow  Race  hostility,  or  an  anti-Semitic  complex  is  false  to  the  American 
ideal,  and  should  be  exported  to  the  Old  World,  as  unfit  for  the  New,  wherein 
"ail  men  are  created  equal." 

The  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States  in  1892  rendered  a  decision  that  this 
"is  a  Christian  nation."  Our  ideals,  then,,  are  not  those  of  a  Caesar,  nor  of  a 
Plato,  nor  of  a  Moses,  but  of  Jesus  Christ,  whose  "Good  News"  was  for  all 
mankind.  His  spirit  was  that  of  a  Good  Samaritan  who  ignores  all  differences 
of  race,  religion  and  nationality  to  share  his  possessions  with  any  man  anywhere 
who  needs  help  to  stand  upright.  Such  was  the  spirit  of  William  Penn  when 
he  opened  Penn's  Woods  to  the  afflicted  of  all  nations  .  .  .  the  spirit  of  Uncle 
Sam  when  he  sent  his  grain-ships  to  China  to  give  food  to  the  famine-stricken 
.  .  .  the  spirit  of  Henry  Wallace  when  he  asks  that  at  the  peace  table  provisions 
be  made  to  provide  a  quart  of  milk  daily  for  every  child  in  the  world,  that  the 
peace  of  tomorrow  may  be  everlasting. 

The  fact  is  that  the  greatest  peacemakers  in  the  world  are  the  Christian  mis- 
sionaries who  go  into  every  land  to  lift  the  underprivileged  from  degradation 
and  want.  Verily,  verily,  the  genuine  American  is  one  who  is  religious,  demo- 
cratic and  missionary  in  his  spirit. 


,i>i&^ZlA^^U>i&^*i"^^ 
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A  column  of  counsel  for  service  men 
and  zvomen  zvith  perplexing  problems. 
When  submitting  questions,  please 
include  full  name  and  address.  You, 
will  receive  an  anszver  either  herein 
or  by  private  mail.  In  all  cases 
only  initials  of  zvriters  will  be  used 
here.  Complete  anonymity  zvill  be 
preserved     for     those     zvho     request     it. 


»Can  you  give  me,  step  by  step,  some 
simple  rules  for  "getting  right  with  God"? 
I  have  never  iormally  joined  any  church, 
though  I  was  baptized  and  occasionally 
have  attended  church.  At  times  I  have  a 
feeling  of  insecurity  which  bothers  me.  At 
those  times  I  feel  frustrated  and  unable  to 
get  any  real  feeling  of  the  nearness  of  God. 
—A.  M.  P. 

Are  you  not  looking  for  what  is  called 
"conversion"  or  "salvation"?  And  you 
have  put  your  finger  on  our  weakness — the 
need  for  definite  directions  by  which  we 
can  reach  a  state  of  assurance  about  "being 
saved." 

We  do  not  minimize  the  work  of  the 
church  and  the  minister  or  priest  in  this 
process.  But  I  sense  that  you  are  wrestling 
alone  for  an  experience  which  you  are 
anxious  to  discover  for  yourself.  What 
you  w^ant  is  what  Stanley  Jones  calls  a 
"ladder."  I  have  heard  Dr.  Jones  present 
such  a  step-by-step  method  of  bringing 
your  life  into  harmony  with  God's  will. 
Here  it  is : 

1.  Turn  over  in  your  mind  your  life,  its 
direction  and  spirit. 

2.  Turn  to  Christ.  Face  Him  squarely 
in  faith. 
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3.  Having  come  to  Christ,  turn  and  look 
at  your  life  through  His  eyes,  and  break 
decisively  with  everything  He  cannot  ap- 
prove. 

4.  Turn  over  to  Christ  yourself  and  all 
you  have. 

5.  Turn  to  Him  with  confidence  and  faith, 
believing  that  He  receives  you  and  that 
you  receive  Him. 

6.  Turn  and  look  at  all  your  human  rela- 
tionships, and  go  into  them  with  Christ. 
(The    Church,    the    home,    your    buddies, 

class  and  race  relationships,  etc.) 

7.  Finally,  turn  to  God  in  prayer  and 
meditation  every  day.  Set  up  a  "quiet 
time"  for  this  purpose. 

If  you  checked  this  "ladder"  with,  for 
example,  the  life  of  St.  Paul  3'OU  will  find 
it  has  worked.  But  more  important  still, 
it  will  work  for  you.  There  is  no  time 
limit  on  the  mounting  of  the  ladder;  some 
may  do  it  in  a  few  hours ;  others  may  re- 
quire a  lifetime.  For  most  of  us  it  will  be 
a  continuing  process  by  which  we  can 
keep  checking  our  lives.  But  don't  hesi- 
tate; begin  nozv.  And  here  again,  "Go 
see  your  chaplain!" 

^  My  problem,  I  should  rightly  say  my  wife's 
and  mine,  is  simply  this:  While  on  furlough, 
after  returning  from  overseas,  we  fulfilled 
our  dreams,  and  were  married.  My  wife  is 
Catholic  and  I  a  Lutheran.  Now  we  seek 
your  advice  as  to  the  most  beneficial  way  of 
choosing  a  religion  meeting  our  needs.  As 
far  as  becoming  a  Catholic  is  concerned,  we 
both,  truthfully,  can't  feel  it.  We  are  also 
aware  of  the  demanding  qualities  of  a  happy 
family  and  home.  One  religion,  we  feel, 
must  prevail.  Unity  is  strength  and  ever- 
lasting happiness,  no  matter  how  dark  the 
day.  We  both  feel  that  to  choose  a  religion 
by  which  we  will  both  be  proud  to  say  to 
God  "I  do"  is  as  profoundly  important  as 
our  pledge  made  before  God  to  each  othei; 
when  we  said,  "I  do."    This  is  our  problem 
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— to  choose  a  leligion.  Any  ray  oi  hope 
and  encouragement  that  could  brighten  our 
future  life  will  be  appreciated. — H,  J.  S. 

One  of  the  dangers  in  seeking  to  make  a 
religious  compromise  for  the  tranquiHty  of 
your  home  is  that  you  may  turn  from  a 
positive  faith  to  a  watered-down  spiritual 
life.  If  your  wife  has  left  the  Catholic 
Church  and  you  are  willing  to  leave  -the 
Lutheran  Church,  your  convictions  about 
the  beliefs  of  those  two  great  arms  of 
Christendom  must  not  have  been  very  deep. 

But  if  you  are  both  resolved  to  strike 
out  into  a  new  branch  of  Christianity,  I 
advise  that  in  prayerful  reverence  you  list 
your  convictions  about  God,  Jesus  Christ, 
the  Holy  Communion,  Baptism,  the  Church, 
the  future  life,  and  other  beliefs  which  you 
hold  in  common.  I  think  you  will  find 
many,  many  points  of  agreement.  And  I 
am  almost  as  certain  that  you  will  have  the 
basic  beliefs  of  many  of  the  churches. 
You  may  even  wish  to  talk  over  such  a 
creed  with  some  chaplain  or  minister  friend. 
It  may  be  that  there  will  be  elements  which 
point  to  some  one  denomination,  but  I 
doubt  it. 

The  next  step  is  to  attend  some  church 
regularly.  Because  the  church  is,  among 
[Other  things,  a  fellowship,  you  will  soon 
ifind  yourself  a  working  member  of  the 
hhurch.  It  is  not  too  much  to  expect  that 
j.n  a  very  short  time  you  will  be  a  part  of 
i;he  real  Church  of  Jesus  Christ,  to  what- 


ever segment  of  that  Church  you  finally 
attach  yourself. 

You  see,  I  assume  that  what  you  are 
looking  for  is  not  a  "religion" ;  you  have 
that.  You  are  looking  for  a  favorable 
atmosphere  in  which  your  faith  may  grow, 
together,  as  your  home  is  established. 

» I  miss  my  library  of  inspirational  books. 
I  like  devotional  poetry  and  "uplifting"  brief 
articles  and  stories.  Of  course,  I  cannot 
carry  books  with  me  on  board  ship.  We 
have  a  small  library  and  the  chaplain  has 
some  books  which  I  can  read.  Have  you 
any  other  advice?  (By  the  way,  THE  LINK 
is  a  big  help!) — N.  P.  O. 

There's  not  much  that  can  be  done,  but 
I  do  have  two  suggestions.  First,  have 
your  correspondents  become  a  clipping 
bureau  for  you.  They  know  your  t^tes 
and  can  be  most  helpful  in  passing  on  to 
you  the  kind  of  material  that  will  feed 
3'our  mind  and  soul.  Some  men  keep  a 
small  looseleaf  notebook  in  which  they 
copy  the  best  ideas  and  verses  which  they 
find.     Some  make  a  habit  of  memorizing. 

Again,  have  you  tried  to  fill  in  the  lack 
you  feel  by  writing  yourself?  For  years 
now  you  have  been  reading  passages  of 
Scripture,  inspirational  prose  and  verse, 
and  thinking  often,  "I  might  have  said  that 
myself !"  Now  is  the  time.  Write,  how- 
ever, not  for  publication  but  to  express 
yourself. 


^€icCcU  Sufienconittf 

rrt^ISSION ARIES  have  had  a  profound  effect  on  natives  all  over  the  world — 
an  effect  which  is  peculiarly  benefiting  our  fliers,  especially  in  the  South  Pacific. 
Scores  of  crash  survivors  in  New  Guinea,  the  Solomons  and  northern  Australia 
owe  their  lives  to  native  friendliness.  Religious  medallions  carried  by  fliers  are 
recognized  and  serve  as  a  pass  key  to  aid. .  In  the  Solomons,  the  term  "Tie  Loto" 
means  "church  people"  and  a  flier  using  the  word  Loto  will  be  welcomed  and 
treated  as  a  friend.  — Pfc.  Reuel  C.  Dickeson,  in  Air  Forces  Magazine 


THERE  are  few  of  us  so  blind  as  not 
to  realize  that,  unless  the  moral  force 
of  religious  conviction  impels,  the  goal 
of  true  and  lasting  international  co- 
operation cannot  be  attained ;  who  do  not 
appreciate  the  vital  truth  of  the  words, 
"If  God  does  not  build  the  house,  those 
who   build   it   build   in   vain." 

I  believe  that  the  American  people  to- 
day are  profoundly  cognizant  of  the  fact 
that,  no  matter  how  lofty  are  the  as- 
pirations by  which  as  a  whole  they  may 
be  animated,  world  peace  cannot  be 
achieved  by  the  mere  declaration  that  war 
is  an  evil  thing,  and  that  they  will  have 
none  of  it.  During  the  fatal  decades 
which  elapsed  after  the  close  of  the  last 
world  war  the  people  of  the  United 
States,  time  and  again,  led  or  joined  in 
initiations  to  outlaw  war  on  paper.  From 
any  tangible  or  potent  contribution  of 
their  own  towards  an  international  at- 
tempt to  channel  the  elementary  forces 
of  mankind  into  the  ways  of  construction, 
rather  than  of  destruction,  they  studiously 
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refrained.  And  in  the  end  not  only  did 
we  see  war  once  more  flame  over  the 
face  of  the  earth,  but  we  had  war  forced 
upon   us. 

We  have  learned  the  hard  lesson  through 
brutal  experience  that  phrases  are  not 
equivalent  to  acts. 

I  have  every  confidence  that  the  people 
of  the  United  States  today  recognize 
clearly  our  errors  of  omission  and  com- 
mission of  the  past,  and  that  they  see 
plainly  that  in  the  interest  of  every  one 
of  us  our  country  must  seek  through  co- 
operation with  other  peaceminded  powers, 
when  hostilities  cease,  the  practical  solu- 
tion of  the  greatest  problem  which  has 
ever  confronted  men  and  women — the  way 
in  which  the  curse  of  war  can  be  ob- 
literated from  the  earth. 

We  cannot  afford  to  concentrate  our 
attention  solely  on  questions  of  political 
and  military  security,  and  overlook  the 
economic  problems  which  will  confront 
us  when  the  victory  is  gained.  To  do 
so  would  be  fatal.  No  political  and 
security  structure  of  international  organi- 
zation could  stand  for  long  if  economic 
relations  between  nations  were  character- 
ized, as  they  were  after  the  last  war,  by 
thrusts  and  counter-thrusts  of  such  eco- 
nomic weapons  as  high  tariffs,  restrictive 
quotas,     embargoes     and     discriminations. 


Condensed  from  an  address  before  the  Christian  Mission  an  World  Order. 
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The  nations  in  the  World  Organization  of 
the  future  must  be  economic  friends,  co- 
operating in  that  basic  field  of  human  re- 
lations, as  well  as  political  friends.  Po- 
litical cooperation  and  economic  isolation 
simply  will  not  mix. 

I  think  we  may  well  recognize  that 
there  is  already  under  way  in  all  of  the 
United  Nations  a  struggle  for  preponder- 
ance in  the  determination  of  these  issues 
between  two  philosophies  which  are  di- 
ametrically opposed. 

One  philosophy  is  that  which  is  repre- 
sented in  the  belief  that  our  victory  should 
result  in  the  restoration,  so  far  as  may  be 
possible,  of  the  old  world  structure  as 
it  was  constituted  during  the  half  century 
now  concluded.  The  exponents  of  this 
philosophy  are  bent,  in  reality,  when  we 
have  won  this  appalling  struggle,  upon 
patching  up  as  best  they  can  the  shattered 
fragments  of  the  shell  of  the  past,  with 
the  apparent  hope  that  what  has  been 
proved  intolerable  and  unstable  in  all  its 
parts  will  nevertheless  in  some  miraculous 
and  altogether  unexplained  manner  prove 
salutary  in  the  world  of  tomorrow. 

The  second  philosophy  maintains  that 
the  one  sure  hope  of  human  progress 
which  men  and  women  today  possess  lies 


in  a  clear-eyed  realization  that  foundations 
must  be  laid  anew,  and  that  only  on  these 
new  foundations  can  there  be  constructed, 
by  men  of  vision,  of  courage,  and  of  faith, 
with  single-minded  devotion  on  the  part 
of  all  peoples  of  good-will,  that  nev/ 
structure  of  cooperative  effort,  of  toler- 
ance, and  of  human  freedom,  which  will 
consecrate  the  bloody  sacrifices  of  these 
past  years. 

The  first  of  these  philosophies  must  not, 
and  cannot,  prevail. 

The  religious  faith  which  we  uphold  is 
dynamic ;  it  is  not  static.  It  is  strength- 
ened by  our  confidence  that  as  mankind 
progressively  learns  to  practice  the  Di- 
vine teachings  in  which  we  believe,  so 
will  humanity  at  last  break  its  self-im- 
posed chains. 

So,  toda}^,  at  this  the  most  critical 
moment  of  our  independent  life,  the  peo- 
ple of  this  Nation  cannot  afford  to  hark 
back  to  the  shadows  of  outworn  national 
prejudices  or  to  the  shades  of  false  po- 
litical shibboleths.  They  can  only  achieve 
their  true  destiny  in  the  world  of  tomor- 
row by  building  and  by  helping  others 
to  build  anew  in  the  spirit  and  with  t!ie 
blessing  of  the  faith  which  created  this 
country   and   which   has   made    it   great. 


WMke  04€  t^  Peace^ 
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E  know  that  zvhen  the  Allied  armies  have  destroyed  the  organised  forces  of 
tyranny  and  cruelty  and  evil  we  shall  have  a  technical  peace.  The  fighting  will 
be  over  for  a  time.  But  how  can  we  make  that  peace  real  and  lasting?  There 
will  be  conferences  to  solve  this  problem.  There  will  be  official  disciissioiv. 
There  will  be  appointed  commissions.  These  things  must  be,  and  we  shall  have 
to  be  patient  with  their  slow  functioning. 

However,  if  zve  are  intent  on  establishing  a  Godlike  peace,  we  cannot  rely 
7nerely  upon  governmental  forms  or  world  councils  or  the  intricacies  of 
diplomacy.  To  survive,  a  world  of  peace  and  zvell-being  must  rest  upon  those 
age-old  principles  which  the  churches  have  been  teaching  throughout  the  cen- 
tui'ies.  It  must  find  its  inspiration  in  the  missionary  spirit  and  in  the  leadership 
of  a  multitude  of  people  who  have  the  courage  to  anszver  "Yes!"  to  Cain's 
ancient  question,  "Am  I  my  brother's  keeper?" — Wendell  Willkie. 


Secretary  of  War 
Knox  and  Dr.  Pugh 
talking  over  the 
tatter's  tour  of 
the  war  fronts  at 
the  League's  anni- 
versary meeting  in 
Washington,  where 
both    were    featured 
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Chairman  of  Service  Men's  Christian  League  gives  "Report 
to   the   Nation"    on   his   recent   trip    to    the    fighting    ironts 


By  WILLIAM  BARROW  PUGH 


TWO  scenes  come  vividly  to  my  mind 
this  morning.  One  is  along  the  shores 
of  the  Mediterranean  in  Northern  Africa, 
where  I  had  been  watching  the  surf  caress- 
ing the  sandy  beach  at  my  feet.  Suddenly 
upon  the  blue  of  this  quiet  sea  there  came 
silently  out  from  behind  the  bend  to  my 
right  a  transport,  its  decks  crowded  with 
soldiers  and  vehicles,  stores  and  supplies. 
Swiftly  it  steamed  toward  the  entrance  of 
the  harbor,  then  disappeared  out  into  the 
open  sea  with  its  precious  cargo.  Almost 
immediately  there  came  another  transport, 
similarly  crowded,  to  be  followed  at  regu- 
lar intervals  by  ten  more.  There  was  no 
shouting,  no  laughter,  no  songs,  no  noise — 
none  of  the  wild  excitement  commonly  as- 
sociated in  some  people's  minds  with  ex- 
peditions sailing  forth  to  war — just  trans- 
port after  transport  loaded  with  silent, 
grim,  determined  men,  their  faces  turned 
toward  the  sea. 
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I  could  only  guess  at  the  time  as  to  the 
destination  of  these  transports.  But  I  now 
know  they  contained  part  of  that  contingent 
of  heroes  who,  a  short  time  later,  were  to 
land  upon  the  shores  of  Italy  and  perform 
those  valorous  deeds  which  are  thrilling 
us  today  and  of  which  historians  long  years 
from  now  will  be  writing. 

The  other  scene  occurred  in  a  hostel  along 
the  Burma  Road  in  China.  It  was  a  Sun- 
day evening,  and  I  had  just  finished  con- 
ducting a  church  service.  As  soon  as  the 
benediction  had  been  pronounced,  two  sol- 
diers came  forward  and  sat  at  the  desk 
which  had  been  used  during  the  service  as 
a  pulpit.  Being  curious,  I  asked  what 
they  were  expecting  to  do. 

"Oh,"  they  said,  "we  are  the  president 
and  secretary  of  the  congregation,  and  we 
are  here  to  receive  the  .missionary  offer- 
ings." 

Then  I   saw   soldier  after   soldier   come 


Substance  of  an  address  given  in  coast-to-coast   broadcast  sponsored   by  Service  Men's 
Christian  League,  over  Columbia  Broadcasting  System's  "Church  of  the  Air."    Dec.  12,  1943 
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forward  to  deposit  an  offering  with  these 
men.  Later  I  saw  the  carefully  prepared 
account  book  whose  figures  revealed  that 
in  two  months  that  particular  group  of 
soldiers  had  contributed  for  the  support  of 
war  orphans,  a  blind  school,  a  slave  girls* 
industrial  rescue  home,  and  a  charity  hos- 
pital— all  missionary  projects  in  that  part 
of  China  v/here  they  were  stationed — the 
sum  of  $32,600  in  Chinese  national  cur- 
rency and  $257  in  United  States  currency. 

Do  you  wonder  that  the  parting  words 
of  one  of  those  soldiers  has  had  a  sacred 
significance  to  me  ever  since,  "Be  sure  and 
tell  the  folks  at  home  to  keep  'pitching'  and 
we'll  carry  on." 

Here  are  two  scenes  in  countries  thou- 
sands of  miles  apart,  amid  widely  different 
conditions  and  circumstances,  and  yet  how 
much  they  reveal  of  the  character  and 
spirit  of  the  American  service  man!  One 
a  scene  of  silent,  grim,  determined  men, 
armed  and  equipped  to  give  everything  they 
have  on  the  field  of  battle;  the  other,  a 
scene  of  kindly  and  sympathetic  men  giving 
generousl}^  out  of  their  meager  pay  in 
answer  to  the  call  of  human  need. 


The  American  people  during  these  diffi- 
cult and  tragic  days  must  keep  constantly 
before  them  the  significance  of  that  first 
scene  of  courage  and  sacrifice.  The  Ameri- 
can service  men  are  out  to  do  a  job.  Farm 
youths  from  the  West,  soft-spoken  lads 
from  the  South,  expressive  youngsters  from 
our  large  cities,  and  precise-mannered 
young  men  from  the  ancient  brick  institu- 
tions of  the  Ivy  League,  have  one  thing  in 
common.  They  are  literally  on  fire  with  a 
determination  to  win  this  war,  and  to  win 
it  quickly  and  effectively. 

Never  need  the  American  people  have 
any  concern  about  the  ability  of  their  men 
to  achieve  that  end.  There  is  nothing 
wrong  about  the  American  service  man. 
His  fighting  spirit  is  superb.  His  morale 
is  fine.  The  deeper  he  gets  into  the  fight, 
the  more  of  a  fighting  man  he  becomes. 
On  every  front  and  every  ocean,  there  are 
thousands  upon  thousands  of  living  testi- 
monies to  the  indisputable  fact  that  the 
Spirit  of  America  is  not  dead.  It  lives  in 
the  unflinching  courage  and  sacrificial  loy- 
alty of  the  armed  forces  of  the  nation. 

But  with  that  notable  and  awe-inspiring 


IN  INDIA  the  paths  of  the  two  top  leaders  of  the  Service  Men's  Christian  League,  both  on  world- 
circling  tours  of  the  fighting  fronts,  crossed  and  met.  Seen  with  a  group  of  chaplains  in  that 
area  are  Dr.  Piigh  (seated  in  center)  and  Dr.  Daniel  A.  Poling  (seated  second  from  left).  Dr.  Poling, 
who  is  editor-in-chief  of   "Christian  Herald,"  zvears    the  armband   of   an   accredited  zvar  correspondent. 


IN  ENGLAND  Dr.  Pugh 
pays  an  appreciated  visit 
to  Negro  troops  stationed 
in  the  British  Isles.  He 
is  accompanied,  in  the 
above,  by  a  U.  S.  chaplain 

IN  EGYPT  the  travelers 
take  time  cnit  for  a  look 
at  familiar  landmarks. 


IN  ICELAND  the 
League's  chairman  deco- 
rates the  grave  of  Bishop 
Leonard,  who  was  killed 
in  a  plane  crash  while  on 
a  similar  tour  of  the 
battlefronts.  Dr.  Piigh 
succeeded  the  bishop  as 
chairman  of  the  League 
and  resumed  the  world 
tour  begun  by  the  latter. 


-f- 


IN  TUNIS  Dr.  Pugh  and  Deputy   Chief  of    Chaplains  George  F.   Rixey 
talk  things  over  zi'ith   a  group   of  nurses  from  a  torpedoed   hospital   ship. 


record  of  courage,  there  is  that  other  scene 
so  revealing  of  the  other  side  of  brave  men 
—the  tender  heart  and  the  spirit  of  loving 
sympathy  amid  the  hardships  and  sufferings 
of  war.  Those  men  gathering  there  week 
after  week  in  that  distant  land  of  China — 
like  other  groups  of  their  comrades  in 
other  lands,  with  equally  generous  hearts — 
are  not  only  finding  new  joy  in  giving  but 
by  their  example  are  blazing  the  trail  to- 
ward that  fellowship  in  service  for  the 
needy  and  suffering  which  must  exist  in 
any  future  world  of  peace.  Military  strate- 
gists and  political  leaders  have  been  and 
will  continue  to  discuss  ways  and  means  of 
ending  the  war  and  of  establishing  the 
peace.  But  it  seems  to  me  that  the  key  to 
the  situation  is  in  the  spirit  of  the  men  who 
are  actually  fighting  this  war  and  who  have 
such  a  spirit  of  generosity  in  their  hearts. 
.  No  small  reason  for  the  spirit  of  the 
American  service  man,  as  exemplified  in 
these  two  scenes,  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
our  Government  has  in  this  war  made  un- 
jprecedented  provisions  to  assure  every  serv- 


ice man — Protestant,  Catholic,  Jew — a  full 
opportunity  to  worship  his  God.  Not  onlj^ 
has  America  the  best  fed,  the  best  clothed, 
the  best  equipped,  the  best  cared-for  Army 
and  Navy  in  the  history  of  the  world,  but 
it  has  also  the  best  facilities  for  public 
worship  that  the  armed  forces  of  any  na- 
tion have  ever  had.  Facilities  for  worship 
are  to  be  found  in  every  theater  of  opera- 
tions, at  home  and  abroad. 

In  Greenland,  Iceland,  Great  Britain, 
Northern  Africa,  Italy,  Egypt,  Iran,  India, 
China,  South  America,  everywhere  where 
American  service  men  are,"  chapels  have 
been  erected.  In  addition,  the  organized 
churches  of  these  lands  Lave,  in  the  finest 
spirit  of  co-operation  and  fellowship,  opened 
their  doors  to  our  men.  Two  of  the  best 
services  I  had  during  my  recent  trip  were 
in  an  Episcopal  Church  in  Great  Britain 
and  in  a  Presbyterian  Church  in  India,  with 
an  attendance  in  each  service  of  over  a 
thousand.  You  in .  America  may  be  very 
confident  that  our  men  are  learning,  in  the 
communion  of  kindred  hearts  in  worship  in 


38 


THE   LINK 


Volume  2 


every  area  of  the  world,  that  religion  is 
not  merely  a  dogma  to  be  believed  or  a 
rite  to  be  performed,  but  primarily  a  life 
to  be  lived — in  the  Master's  way. 

You  must  never  forget,  however^  that 
behind  this  whole  religious  program  are  the 
chaplains  of  all  faiths — Protestant,  Catholic, 
Jew — who  are  laboring  with  unparalleled 
faithfulness  and  consecration.  Already  al- 
most fifty  of  these  ministers  of  God  have 
paid  for  their  devotion  with  their  lives. 
When  the  history  of  this  war  is  finally 
written,  I  know  that  no  pages  will  shine 
with  greater  luster  than  those  which  will 
record  the  brave,  heroic  and  devoted  serv- 
ices of  the  chaplains. 

Something  ought  to  be  said  here  of  some 
of  those  who  have  provided  the  leadership 
and  inspiration  for  the  work  of  these  chap- 
lains. The  Chiefs  of  Chaplains  of  both 
branches  of  the  service,  and  organizations 
such  as  the  Service  Men's  Christian  League 
(with  over  a  thousand  Service  Men's 
Leagues  in  all  corners  of  the  world,  and 
with  its  monthly  magazine  The  Link 
rapidly  reaching  a  circulation  of  400,000 
monthly)  are  laboring  with  unceasing  devo- 
tion to  support  our  chaplains  in  their  work. 

Such  men  and  organizations  need  your 
prayers  and  your  help.  Remember  the 
great  problem  is  not  that  men  will  find 
faith  on  a  battlefield,  but  that  they  will  not 
lose  that  faith  when  they  do  find  it.  What 
they  find  must  be  nourished  and  strength- 
ened until  it  grows  to  complete  fruition. 

And  that  brings  me  to  my  final  word. 
The  question  which  your  men  abroad  were 
constantly  asking  me  in  all  seriousness  was, 
"What  are  the  folks  back  home  thinking 
and  doing?"  It  is  not  necessary  here  to 
give  the  answers  which  I  gave  to  that 
question.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  some 
day — not  too  far  away — those  men  will  be 
coming  home  from  the  far-flung  battle  fields 
to  find  out  the  answer  to  that  question 
themselves.      They   will   come   back   again 


to  take  up  life  where  they  left  it  when  they 
responded  to  the  call  of  their  country.  The 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ,  more  than  ever 
in  recent  generations)  will  be  on  trial  in  the 
minds  of  these  men.  Its  message — the 
same  yesterday,  today  and  forever — needs 
no  change.  But  these  men  of  ours  will  be' 
looking  with  new  interest  to  see  what  that 
message  is  accomplishing  in  our  land. 
They  will  be  looking  to  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  for  the  establishment  of  that 
for  which  they  have  been  so  valiantly  fight- 
ing. For  deep  in  their  hearts  they  know 
the  Church  professes  to  be  the  instrument 
of  God  for  good  upon  this  earth  and  they 
know  it  will  take  some  power  greater  than 
man  to  bring  peace  and  sanity  out  of  the 
chaos  of  these  past  years. 

One  of  my  friends,  Eben  Brink,  a  mem- 
ber of  the  company  of  heroic  chaplains  in 
this  war,  tells  of  a  church  in  England 
which  had  been  destroyed  by  the  blitz.  The 
pile  of  debris  that  remained  bore  silent 
testimony  to  the  beauty  of  the  edifice 
where  once  devoted  worshipers  had  found 
God.  Nothing  was  left  standing  except  a 
solitary  wall.  "Another  church  gone,"  one 
might  have  said  as  he  surveyed  the  scene. 

Yes,  he  would  have  said  that  until  he 
spied  a  bulletin  board  near  the  ruins.  There 
in  bold  letters,  clearly  visible  to  all  who 
passed  by,  were  the  words :  "This  congre- 
gation is  still  worshiping  God.  Services 
will  be  held  in  the  garage  across  the  street.'* 
Then,  as  one  crossed  the  street  and  saw 
that  old  garage  with  its  grease-stained  floor 
and  rough  wooden  benches,  he  was  very 
sure  that  God  had  never  been  worshiped  in 
a  grander  cathedral. 

That  bulletin  board  carries  a  challenge 
that  the  churches  of  America  cannot  forget 
— "This  congregation  is  still  worshiping 
God!"  This  challenge  America  must  face 
— not  only  now  as  her  wounded  heroes 
come  home,  but  when  the  war  finally  ends 
and  her  men  come  marching  home. 


GOULD 


Chaplain  C.  F.  Riggis  of  the  Headquarters  5th 
Convales.cent  Hospital,  Fort  McPherson,  Ga., 
is  an  enthusiastic  distributor  of  THE  LINK. 
Here  he  is  shoivn  (seated)  recommending 
this    magazine    to    a    member    of     his    unit. 


hriEBRUARY  is  Brotherhood  Month  be- 
1  J?  cause  in  it  are  the  birthdays  of  George 
Washington,  who  wrote  "brotherhood"  into 
I  the  very  foundation  of  our  democracy,  and 
I  Abraham  Lincoln,  who  extended  it  beyond 
its   original   bounds.      The    S.M.C.L.    joins 
1  you  in  your  struggle,  against  an  evil  which 
would  enslave  the  world,  to  extend  brother- 
hood,   freedom    and    justice    still    further. 
May  God  go  with  you ! 

Several  weeks  ago  the  S.M.C.L.  cele- 
brated its  first  birthday  by  holding  a  meet- 
ing in  the  nation's  capitol.     Secretary  of 

Tthe  Navy  Frank  Knox  was  there,  with 
Rear  Admiral  DeLany  and  Rear  Admiral 

.  Jacobs,  to  bring  personal  greetings  on  be- 
half of  the  Navy  Department.     A  score  of 


generals  were  present  from  the  War  De- 
partment and  all  of  the  women's  services 
were  represented  by  high-ranking  officers. 
It  w^as  a  grand  tribute  on  behalf  of  the 
government  to  the  organization  created  to 
help  you  in  the  service  of  3'our  countr}'. 

Dr.  William  Barrow  Pugh,  chairman  of 
the  National  Council  of  the  Service  Men's 
Christian  League,  and  Chaplain  George  F. 
Rixey,  Deputy  Chief  of  Chaplains,  gave 
reports  of  their  recent  trip  to  the  battle- 
fronts.  Every  member  of  the  League  would 
have  been  proud  of  the  recognition  given 
the  League  by  civilian  and  military  leaders. 

Of  course,  a  report  was  given  on  the 
development  of  the  S.M.C.L.  Here  are  a 
few  facts  to  quote  at  your  next  League 
meeting : 

L  There  are  over  1000  units  of  the 
S.M.C.L.  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

2.  Among  the  isolated  units  are:  (a)  The 
Christian  League  of  Midway  Island;  (b) 
The  Service  Men's  Christian  League  of 
Dutch  Harbor;  (c)  The  Service  Men's 
Christian  League  of  Iran. 

3.  Time  magazine  stated,  in  its  issue  for 
December  13,  that  the  units  of  the  League 
had  over  112,000  members. 

4.  One  million  copies  of  a  special  small 
edition  of  The  Link  are  being  placed  in  the 
Protestant  packet  for  men  going  overseas. 

5.  No  fewer  than  1,865,000  copies  of  the 
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^SE^J?^^'  ^^  /•— f^'^'f  *}^  very  start  of  the  League,  the  Naval  Training  Station  here  took  up  the 
program,  organizing  the  first  reported  unit  in  the  service.  Here  is  one  of  the  station's  units  conductina 
service  m  a  special  little  chapel  developed  by  Chaplain  Acheson  and  hS  ZmbeTs      (SeTstorf^^^ 


regular  editions  of  The  Link  have  been 
sent  into  the  armed  forces. 

6.  With  this  current  issue  the  S.M.C.L. 
will  have  distributed  more  than  2,115,000 
copies  of  The  Link. 

7.  More  than  1,000,000  service  men  and 
women  have  been  reached  monthly  by  the 
League  during  its  first  year. 

7^  ^ea^ue  t>oe^  TH^^fte  ^/uui  %ee2f 

{^See  photo  above) 

Chaplain  S.  L  Acheson  reports  on  the 
S.M.C.L.  unit  of  the  U.  S.  Naval  Training 
Station,  Newport,  R.  I.  Members  of  this 
unit,  the  first  to  be  formed  in  the  service, 
assist  the  chaplain  in  the  religious  program 
at  the  station.    To  quote  Chaplain  Acheson  : 

"The  League  has  faithfully  met  every 
Wednesday  evening.  The  men  have  had 
helpful  discussions  and  have  served  in 
promoting  the  choir,  in  ushering,  and  in 
being  definite  Christian  witnesses  among 
the  men  at  the  station.  During  my  time 
here,  the  League  has  been  helpful  in  de- 
veloping a  barracks  room,  just  outside  the 
chaplain's  office,  as  a  chapel  and  we  have 
had  our  meetings  here." 


7<&  ^ue4  ut  t^  ^^U€ifieCAa*ue 

Many  chaplains  tell  us  that  one  of  the 
places  where  they  distribute  copies  of  The 
Link  is  in  the  guardhouse.  Here  men 
have  time  to  think  and  read — if  at  no  other 
time  and  place.  May  even  more  chaplains 
catch  the  vision  and  distribute  this  maga- 
zine as  they  go  their  rounds. 

Speaking  of  the  guardhouse  and  guards,  \ 
we  have  an  interesting  letter  from  a.  chap- 
lain at  a  prisoner  of  war  camp.     He  says : 

"You  may  be  interested  in  a  recent  con- 
versation I  had  with  a  German  prisoner  of 
war  who  is  a  Protestant  clergyman.  Be- 
cause he  reads  English  I  gave  him  a  copy 
of  The  Link.  He  read  it  with  care,  and 
then  told  me  that  he  had  enjoyed  it;  but 
that  he  would  not  favor  giving  it  to  Ger- 
mans who  read  English.  I  asked  him  why, 
and  he  said  'there  are  too  many  remarks 
of  a  poHtical  nature  or  implication  mixed 
in  with  Christianity'  for  it  to  be  a  good 
thing  for  Germans  to  read!  In  Germany 
today  the  churches  are  operating,  but  they 
are  trying  to  stay  as  far  away  from  poHtlcal 
subjects  as  possible,  to  avoid  trouble." 
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"7^  S^uM^e€ut&u*  f<U*t  tlft^ 

We  are  always  happy  to  learn  of  original 
names"  for  League  units.  It  personalizes 
the  group  and  we  will  mention  these  names 
in  the  columns  of  "Communique." 

This  month  we  salute  "The  Shieldbear- 
ers,"  the  S.M.C.L.  unit  of  the  Manhattan 
Beach  Coast  Guard  Training  Station.  Of 
this  unit  Chaplain  Thomas  C.  Davies 
writes : 

"Last  night  a  small  group  of  boys  met 
with  me  in  my  office  and  we  are  making 
plans  to  organize  the  next  time  we  meet. 
The  boys  wanted  a  distinctive  name  for 
the  group,  and  after  much  discussion  'The 
Shieldbearers'  was  chosen.  It  is  a  par- 
ticularly apt  designation  because,  as  you 
probably  know,  the  Coast  Guard  insignia 
is  a  shield  worn  on  the  right  sleeve.  Also 
they  suggested  that  the  words  of  Ephesians 
6:16  would  be  appropriate  because  of  the 
reference  to  'the  shield  of  faith.'  The  men 
have  been  reading  The  Link  each  month, 
and  desire  to  be  a  part  of  the  world-wide 
Service  Men's  Christian  League." 


Our  correspondence  from  chaplains  and 
service  men  indicate  that  a  number  hesitate 
to  undertake  the  program  of  the  League 
because  of  the  difficulty  of  getting  more 
than  a  handful  of  men  together.  But  be 
not  discouraged !  Some  chaplains  begin 
with  little  more  than  faith.  One  such  is 
Chaplain  George  F.  Pearce,  Jr.,  of  the 
U.  S.  Naval  Air  Station,  Atlantic  City. 
He  says :  "The  first  night  w^e  had  four 
men  present,  but  so  rapidly  is  the  idea 
catching  on  that  in  another  two  weeks  we 
should  have  at  least  thirty  members  !" 

Another  person  with  great  faith  is  Chap- 
lain Harold  E.  Charles  of  the  259t]i 
Quartermaster  Service  Battalion.  He 
started  with  a  membership  of  only  three. 
But  one  of  those  three  members  was 
Private  Robert  Morrison,  who  is  de- 
scribed as  a  "young  man  high  in  ability 
and  energy  to  carry  on  the  service  for 
Christ."  This  League  started  in  Cali- 
fornia, came  aci-oss  the  continent  to  New 
York,  then  went  to  Oran,  French  Morocco, 


J  AMP  DAVIS,  N.  C. — Members  of  one  of  the  two  S.M.C.L.  units  at  this  camp  taking  the  covenant 
>/  the  League  in  a  public  ceremony.  Following  this,  membership  cards  and  League  insignia  zvere 
presented  each  member  by  Chaplain  Vernon  F.  Perry.  The  League  at  Camp  Davis  provides  literature 
or  the  Red  Cross  recreation  hall  at  the  station  hospital,  conducts  serz'ices  and  visits  individuals,  and 
'requires  every  member  to  promise,  zvhen  transferred  to  a  nezv  station,  to  serve  as  a  nucleus  for  another 
'S.M.C.L.  tmii/  if  there  is  none'  yet  organised  there.     We  commend   this  pledge  to  other  League  unitsl 
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enustu  ,nen  in  Ms  division  a,te„4  sLices  LX'ly     n3s  J  pt'i  rfcZl  i^Ly  tts  '^T''   "^ 

and  is  now  "somewhere  in  North  Africa." 
It  now  has  an  enrollment  of  80  members. 
"With  this  increase  of  members,"  writes 
Chaplain  Charles,  "it  is  necessary  to  oper- 
ate under  the  auspices  of  a  Board  of 
Deacons,  an  Usher  Board,  and  various 
other  committees." 


"Communique"  is  pleased  to  present  an 
article  by  Pfc.  Roy  McHugh,  who  in  the 

following  words   gives   i5s   a   vivid  picture 
of  the  vitality  of  a  newly  organized  unit : 

(Note— ^'.M.C.L.  units  should  appoint  a 
secretary  zvho'  zvoiild  assist  the  chaplain  in 
making  systematic  reports  to  the  League 
headquarters.  Also,  be  sure  to  send  us 
photos  of  your  unit  in  action.) 

"Like  a  circuit-rider  of  the  old  frontier 
days.  Chaplain  James  D.  Taylor,  whose 
congregation  is  scattered  over  500  miles  of 
the  Alaska  Military  Highway,  offers  reli- 
gion on  the  run.  He's  a  circuit-rider  with- 
out a  horse — but  with  two  perfectly  good 
thumbs.  By  jeep,  carryall,  or  diesel  truck 
—anything  on  wheels,  if  it's  going  his  way 
—the  hitchhiking  lieutenant  journeys  from 


post  to  encampment  to  bivouac,  conducting 
as  many  as  twenty  services  per  month.  As 
the  only  Protestant  chaplain  in  this  terri- 
tory, he  is  never  in  one  place  very  long. 
At  first  his  problem  was  to  keep  a  religious 
program  going  while  he  was  miles  away. 
He  now  has  an  answer  to  that  problem. 

"It's  the  Service  Men's  Christian  League. 
Organized  by  Chaplain  Taylor  and  strongly 
supported  by  the  post  commander.  Colonel 
George  C.  Hollingsworth,  the  S.M.C.L. 
at  the  railhead  and  army  camp  known  as 
A.P.O.  724  is  believed  to  be  the  first  of  its 
kind  on  the  highway. 

"  The  purpose  of  the  League  is  to  foster 
Christian  fellowship  here  on  the  post/ 
Chaplain  Taylor  explains.  In  doing  so,  it 
keeps  the  religious  program  alive  during 
the  necessarily  long  periods  when  the 
chaplain  is  away.  Although  the  League  is 
still  in  a  formative  stage,  Pvt.  Glen 
Barker,  the  organization's  first  president, 
conducts  weekly  programs  of  a  type  that 
will  stimulate  interest  in  the  regular  Sun- 
day religious  services.  The  S.M.C.L.  here 
will  be  roughly  analogous  in  scope,  aim  and 
general   make-up   to   such   weli-established 
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civilian  organizations  as  Christian  En- 
deavor, the  Luther  League,  the  Epworth 
League,  and  other  young  people's  fellow- 
ship groups  sponsored  by  the  various 
churches  at  home. 

"Colonel  HoUingsworth,  who  gave  a 
presentation  address  at  the  dedicatory 
services  held  on  August  22  said  in  part : 
'Movements  of  this  kind  bring  us  back  to 
our  own  earlier  training  in  religion.  They 
help  to  create  peace  of  mind,  hope  for  the 
future,  and  contentment  while  we  are  here. 
One  of  the  goals  of  the  League  should  be 
to  interest  more  soldiers  in  attending  reli- 
gious services.  Religion  is  something  like 
life  insurance.  We  all  believe  in  it,  but 
sometimes  do  not  try  to  acquire  any  until 
it  is  too  late.' 

"A  steady  climb  in  the  attendance  at 
Chaplain  Taylor's  services,  both  at  A.P.O. 
724  and  on  the  road,  has  been  apparent 
from  the  beginning  of  his  work  here  in 
January,  1943.  The  highest  single  turnout 
in  any  one  camp  has  been  45  per  cent  of 
the  total  number  of  soldiers.  Ordinarily, 
Chaplain  Taylor  does  not  remain  more 
than  two  days  in  any  one  spot.  His  con- 
gregations assemble  in  recreation  rooms, 
day  rooms,  barracks,  mess  halls,  or  any 
convenient  building  with  four  walls  and  a 
roof.      The   most   pretentious    facilities    on 


his  route  are  at  A.P.O.  724,  where  the 
post  theater  is  available  on  Sundays  and 
the  special  service  department  provides  a 
six-piece  instrumental  group  and  choir. 
Post  Headquarters  contributes  a  mimeo- 
graphed leaflet  of  chapel  news  every  Sun- 
day, with  illustrations  by  the  post  special 
service  artist. 

"It  will  be  the  function  of  the  S.M.C.L. 
members  to  convert  passive  interest,  wher- 
ever they  find  it,  into  a  more  active  and 
alert  variety.  A  guest  at  the  S.M.C.L.'s 
dedicatory  services,  Major  J.  M.  Apple- 
gate,  Chief  of  Chaplains  for  the  Alaska 
Defense  Command,  expressed  the  idea 
when  he  said :  'The  danger  of  living  a 
garrison  life  is  to  become  spiritually  stag- 
nant. The  League  will  help  keep  you  re- 
freshed.' 

"Colonel  HoUingsworth  further  declared, 
'The  army  is  a  temporary  institution,  made 
up  of  ordinary  people  who  leave  their  regu- 
lar stations  in  life  during  emergencies. 
Coming  face  to  face  with  death,  sickness 
and  danger,  they  need  religion  more  than 
ever.  Our  requirements  are  the  same  in 
the  army  as  in  any  other  walk  of  life,  only 
more  so.  The  soldier  must  have  religion 
just  as  he  must  have  the  necessities  as  food, 
drink,  and  shelter.' 

"The  S.M.C.L.  has  its  job  cut  out!" 


'^eU&t  0^  e^  7H<m€^'- 
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"Somewhere   in   Sicily" 

E  are  now  settled  on  the  Island — rather  permanently,  we  hope,  for  the  winter.  We  have 
had  some  rain,  enough  to  make  it  very  damp  and  chilly.  However  we  have  pretty  well  fortified 
ourselves  with  stoves  and  windows  to  keep  out  the  cold. 

We  have  fixed  up  a  chape!  in  a  room  about  40  ft.  x  60  ft.  We  picked  up  an  altar  from  a 
small  abandoned  chapel  near  by,  and  constructed  a  low  failing  around  it.  We  also  secured  a 
piano  and  132  folding  chairs  from  a  near-by  town.  We  are  using  two  white  parachutes  (slightly 
d'amaged)  for  decorations.  Half  of  one  is  used  as  an  altar  cover.  The  other  half,  as  well  as 
the  second,   is  spread  out  over  the  ceiling. 

A  Catholic  priest,  who  is  learning  to  speak  English,  comes  out  from  a  near-by  town  and 
conducts  mass  on  Sunday  at  9:00.  Our  Protestant  services  are  at  10:00.  One  of  the  few 
Jewish   chaplains   on   the  Island   comes   around   to   hold   services   about   once   every   three   weeks. 

Our  S.M.C.L.  Unit  meets  every  Sunday  at  6:00  p.m.  with  an  average  of  20  members  present. 
A  week  ago  last  Sunday  the  unit  had  a  turkey  supper  (Sicilian  turkeys)  and  installed  new 
officers.      Enclosed    please   find   a   money    order    for    my    personal    contribution    to    the    League. 

JOHN  R.  TAYLOR. 


This  is  a  department  for  the  exercise 
of  free  speech.  Service  men  and 
women  are  invited — nay,  urged! — to 
mount  our  soapbox  and  sound  off  on 
any  and  all  subjects  on  which  you 
feel  an  itch  to  speak.  Keep  your 
remarks  brief  and  snappy.  But  tell 
us  how  you  feel  about  things.  If 
you've  got  any  comment  to  make 
about  this  magazine  of  yours  let  us 
have  it.  If  you  like  it,  say  so,  and 
tell  us  why.  If  you  don't  like  it,  and 
think  we're  missing  the  bus,  tell  us 
about  that  too — and  don't  pull 
punches!      Let's     hear     from    you! 


poMina  t/te 


On  How  to  Read  the  Bible 

-f  When  I  read  your  suggestions,  given 
in  the  "You  Asked  for  It"  column,  on 
how  to  read  the  Bible,  and  also  the 
statement  that  you  would  like  to  hear 
from  service  men  who  find  time  and  place 
to  read  the  Bible,  I  thought  I  would  like 
to  give  you  my  experience  along  that  line. 

I  find  that  it  is  impractical  to  have  a 
set  time  for  a  devotional  period  and  read 
every  day  at  the  same  time.  But  I  find 
that  I  have  time  most  every  day  to  read 
at  least  one  chapter  daily.  Often  I  carry 
my  Testament  when  we  go  on  a  hike,  and 
while  we  take  the  noon  break  I  prop  my 
head  on  my  pack,  relax  and  read  a  chapter. 

One  day  we  went  for  a  boat  ride  (dur- 
ing our  amphibious  training)  to  a  nearby 
island.  On  the  way  over  I  took  a  copy  of 
the  Gospel  of  St.  John  and  sat  down  in 
the  boat  and  read  about  half  of  it,  and 
on  the  way  back  I  finished  the  book,  so 
I   had  a  very  pleasant  trip. 

I  find  that  there  are  lots  of  times  that 
I  can  read  if  I  have  a  Testament  along. 
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That  is  a  very  good  way  to  spend  those 
extra  moments  which  one  would  otherwise 
waste. 

Anyone  should  not  hurry  when  reading 
the  Bible,  as  we  often  do.  But  we  should 
take  a  little  time  and  try  to  understand 
what  we  have  read. — Pvt.  Beecher  Ham- 
MONS,  Camp  Gordon,  Fla. 

/  I  shall  try  to  answer  your  request  of 
men  who  have  found  ways  to  read  their 
Testaments  and  how  they  find  time  and 
the   place. 

I  think  I  have  a  swell  way  of  reading 
it  which  was  handed  to  me  by  a  Young 
Life   Club  of  which  I  am  a  member. 

At  the  beginning  of  a  week  I  take  a 
certain  part  of  the  Bible,  say  about  20 
verses  or  a  chapter  (as  this  week  I  am 
reading  John  4:1-26,  where  Jesus  meets 
the  woman  at  the  well  and  offers  her  the 
Living  Water).  Then  each  day  I  read 
this  part  of  the  Bible.  I  pick  out  the 
best  verse  one  day,  the  next  day  give  the 
passage    a    title,    write    the    challenges    it: 
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)ffers  another  ddcy,  and  the  last  day  give 
I  summary.  The  first  days  of  the  week 
;  only  read  it. 

Time? — If  there  is  any  one  who  has 
ime  on  his  hands  it  is  someone  in  service, 
dthough  not  many  seem  to  know  it.  Chow 
ines,  pay  lines,  waiting  for  formations, 
limes  when  you  are  on  sick  calls  or  wait- 
ng  for  an  appointment.  But  I  find  that 
L  enjoy  reading  the  Bible  most  of  all 
ifter  I  have  written  the  daily  letters  and 
:an  then  settle  back  for  its  the  supreme 
mj  oyment. 

I  carry  my  Testament  with  me  all  the 
ime,  and  in  ten  months  have  worn  out 
.hree. — Pvt.  W.  L.  Knight,  Camp  Pine- 
iale,    Calif. 

Who  Will  Win  This  War?'* 

f  Who  is  going  to  be  the  greatest  factor 
n  winning  this   war?     Will   it   be — 

C  hurchill  ? 

H  itler? 

R  oosevelt  ? 

'    I  1  Duce? 

S  talin? 

T  ojo? 

I  No!  It  is  not  the  "C"  in  Churchill, 
±e  "H"  in  Hitler,  the  "R"  in  Roosevelt, 
the  'I"  in  II  Duce,  the  "S"  in  Stalin,  the 
'T"  in  Tojo  that  will  win  this  war. 
Add  these  letters  up  and  you  get  "Christ." 
He,  and  He  alone,  will  win.  He  alone 
:an  bring  peace  to  this  war-torn  world. 
— Chaplain    HArold    L.    Proppe. 

'Authors  Righteously  Enthusiastic'* 

f  Sunday  at  vesper  service  our  chaplain 
?ave  me  a  late  copy  of  The  Link.  May 
[  compliment  you  on  so  fine  a  publication. 
Two  things  seem  outstanding  about  it : 
the  clear  easy  style  of  writing  and  the 
practicalness  of  Christian  living  as  it  ap- 
plies to  living  every  day.  Your  authors 
are  righteously  enthusiastic,  and  I  am 
jlad  you  retain  the  truths  of  fundamental 
Christianity,  for  we  need  them. 

I  trust  that  in  the  post-war  world 
The  Link  will  revert  to  a  living  young 
people's   organ.     It  possesses   such   caliber 


now  and  will  be  doubly  needed  then. — 
Peter  Muller,  Fleet  P.O.,  New  York 
City. 

"/  Wantcha  to  Know  Herhie" 

Y  You  have  never  heard  me  talk  about 
my  roommate?  You  haven't?  Well,  I 
had  better  correct  that  right  now !  For  I 
wantcha  to  know  Herbie. 

No  doubt  you've  heard  of  the  great 
state  of  Texas?  So  had  I  before  I  came 
to  the  army.  But  my  illusions  soon  dis- 
appeared after  two  days  and  a  night  in 
Texas  on  a  troop  train  on  my  way  to 
California.  Well,  Herbie  comes  from 
Texas.  He's  from  the  country  and  city 
both — raised  on  a  farm  and  settled  in  the 
city.  He  managed  a  shoe  store  back  there 
in  Dallas  in  civilian  days.  Yes,  sir, 
Herbie  can  spin  some  mighty  fine  Texas 
tales,  and,  don't  you  know,  I  think  I'd 
like  Texas  pretty  well  now — anyway,  in 
spots. 

But  Herbie  is  thankful  for  lots  of  other 
things — for  his  devoted  parents,  for  his 
good*  Christian  upbringing,  for  his  high 
moral  ideals,  for  his  clean,  pure  habits 
of  mind  and  body.  He  has  one  firm 
belief :  that  he  cannot  be  true  to  his 
country  unless  he  is  first  faithful  to  his 
God.  He  is  an  active  soldier,  conscien- 
tiously performing  his  duties,  and  has 
avoided  many  of  the  habits  incident  to 
military    circumstances. 

We  live  in  a  little  tent  for  two.  With 
our  beds,  footlockers  and  ourselves,  there 
isn't  room  for  much  more  than  our  pleas- 
ant conversations  and  companionship  dur- 
ing the  day.  He  is  a  versatile  talker,  and 
knows  human  nature  well.  He  whole- 
heartedly shares  my  joys  and  worries — 
and  I  have  plenty  of  them  to  share,  es- 
pecially the   latter. 

It's  hard  to  find  a  good  friend,  either  in 
the  army  or  in  civilian  life — especially  one 
who  thinks  the  way  you  do,  understands 
you,  and  appreciates  the  same  things  in  life 
you  do.  So  now  you  see  why  I  just  had 
to  tell  you  what  a  gentlemanly,  inspirational 
and  sincere  roommate  I  have. — Charles  L. 
DiENER,  Warrant  Officer,  Camp  Haan,  Calif. 
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Learning  the  Meaning  of  Loyalty 

•f  Loyalty  is  the  result  of  discipline — not 
only  by  others  but  by  one's  self.  Army 
training  teaches  men  many  things,  but  per- 
haps the  most  important  is  loyalty  in  its 
broadest  sense.  Discipline  is,  therefore, 
probably  the  one  most  important  part  of 
our  training  to  bring  about  this  loyalty. 
The  army  bends  every  effort  to  educate  a 
man  so  that  he  will  be  of  the  will  to  serve. 
Therefore,  loyalty  is  regimented  through 
discipline.  The  army  must  do  this  to  ac- 
complish its  task. 

Sometimes  it  seems  that  it  would  be 
better  if  people  were  regimented  into  loy- 
alty to  God.  Then  we  wouldn't  be  at  odds 
with  each  other  to  the  extent  of  this  awful 
war.  But  God  doesn't  do  things  that  way. 
He  created  us  free  moral  agents  to  do  as 
we  will.  At  the  moment  we  are  not  doing 
so  well ;  nations  are  at  each  other's  throats  ; 
men  are  fighting  in  scathing,  slimy  jungles 
and  on  burning  deserts,  often  rationed  on 
food  and  water,  suffering  disease  and 
wounds  in  their  bodies. 

There  was  One  who  died  without  honor 
— in  the  eyes  of  the  people.  They  even 
spat  on  Him  and  gave  Him  vinegar  when 
He  asked  for  a  drink  of  water.  They 
didn't  have  a  bayonet  then  to  stab  Him, 
•but  they  pierced  His  body  with  a  more 
painful  instrument — a  spear.  His  was  the 
supreme  sacrifice  because  His  life  was  a 
perfect  life  of  love  and  service.  If  the 
world — ^you  and  I  and  all  the  others — had 
shown  ourselves  worthy  of  that  sacrifice 
by  our  righteous  living  we  wouldn't  be  in 
our  present  plight.  Our  loyalties  were 
placed  with  material  and  carnal  things.  I 
imagine  God  looks  on  His  peoples  with  a 
sad  heart  and  wonders  when  they  will  learn 
the  meaning  of  loyalty  to  Him.  He  wants 
us  to  come  to  Him  through  the  redeeming 
grace  of  Jesus  Christ  our  Savior.  If  we 
are  to  avoid  another  war  such  as  this, 
we  must  learn  the  meaning  of  loyalty  to 
all  that  is  good — not  only  for  the  glory  of 
Almighty  God  but  for  the  saving  of  our 
own  world.  We  must  learn  it  NOW ! — 
T/5  R.  M.  Miller,  Chaplain's  Assistant, 
Ft.  Leonard  Wood,  Mo. 


'We*ll  Have  to  Do  It  Againr 

Y  It  is  my  conviction  that  this  war  will 
have  to  be  fought  again.  Why?  Mainlyl 
because  Christianity  isn't  the  major  reasoi^ 
why  we  fight  or  why  we  were  plunged  int 
this  war.  I  do  believe  it  would  be  a  warj 
that  would  end  all  war  if  after  the  war  onlyl 
Christians,  or  those  willing  to  be  Christians 
were  left.  i 

Since  God's  will  is  Christianity  on  earthJ 
we  will  be  carrying  out  His  will  more  per-  ^ 
fectly  by  not  just  touching  freedom  of  wor-j 
ship  lightly  but  by  bearing  heavily  on  Chris- 
tianity as  the  major  aim.  I  know  that  God| 
v/ould  help  us  much  more  if  we  proved  that 
we  were  a  hundred  per  cent  Christian 
nation. 

The  ignorance  and  greed  of  our  enemies 
started  this  war,  so  let's  just  keep  going 
until  they  beg  to  God,  not  us,  for  mercy. 
Then,  after  the  war  is  over,  let's  clean  out 
our  own  backyard  and  all  work  hard  for 
the  advancement  of   Christianity. 

I  think  we  will  never  have  a  lasting  peace 
as  long  as  the  unbelievers  and  heathens  exist. 
Theodore  Roosevelt  once  made  the  state- 
ment that  we  must  look  for  peace  but  pre- 
pare for  war,  and  this  advice  went  unheeded 
to  our  sorrow. — Horace  A.  DeMassico, 
F  1/C,  Fleet  Post  Office,  San  Francisco. 

"A  Thought  at  the  End  of  Day'* 

■f  One  night  after  I  had  retired  and  was 
pondering  over  the  day's  activities,  I  heard 
Taps  being  played  in  the  distance.  A 
thought  came  to  me,  and  now  I  look  for- 
ward to  listening  each  night  before  I  close 
my  eyes  in  sleep.  It  gives  you  a  feeling 
of  quietness,  no  matter  how  disturbed  your 
mind  might  be  at  the  end  of  the  day.  That 
feeling  does  something  for  you. 
There  are  words  to  Taps : 

Day  is  done,  gone  the  sun, 
From  the  hills,  from  the  lake. 
From  the  sky. 
All  is  zvell,  safely  rest, 
God  is  nigh. 

These  are  beautiful  words,  peaceful 
words.     The  day  is  done   (another  day  in 
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Gome  Oi^,  Be  a  Qood  ^cout/ 

Fill  out  and  mail  that  Readers'  Poll 
on  pages  49  and  50  of  this  issue.  Wc 
need  that  intormation.  It  will  help 
us   to   give   you    an   even    better   LINK! 


»ur  life  of  turmoil  and  anxiety)  ;  the  sun 
las  gone  down  over  the  camp  and  all  is 
'uiet;  God  is  there,  always  near,  and  we 
nustn't  forget  it.  I  remember,  in  my 
ounger  days  at  camp,  we  used  to  form  a 
ircle  around  the  campfire  in  the  evening 
nd  sing  Taps.  Then  it  meant  a  fellow- 
hip  among  us  campers.  Now  as  I  listen 
o  Taps,  and  am  alone,  there  is  still  a  feel- 
'\^  of  fellowship  but  that  feeling  is  be- 
ween  God  and  me.  You  could  say  that 
'?aps  serves  as  a  daily  reminder  of  our 
lersonal  fellowship  with  God. 

It  is  hard  for  us  in  the  service  to  find 
ime  to  be  alone  and  in  the  right  spirit  to 
lave  communion  with  God.  But,  regard- 
jss  of  this  ever-changing  world,  we  must 
emember  there  is  One  who  never  changes. 
He  is  the  same,  yesterday,  today  and  for- 
■ver."  He  is  always  ready  to  listen  if  we 
vill  only  open  our  hearts  to  Him. 

My   suggestion  to   you  other   readers   is 

0  listen  each  night  for  that  music  played 

1  the  distance  and  think  of  the  words  as 
he  bugle  is  blown.  I  am  sure  you  will 
ind,  as  I  have  found,  that  it  gives  you  a 
ertain  peace  of  mind  and  through  it  you 
an  more  readily  find  time,  with  the  right 
pirit,  to  be  alone  with  God  at  tlie  end  of 
he  day. — Lieut.  Ruth  A.  Dowey,  Camp 
aimer,  N'.  J. 

1  Frank  Appraisal  of  THE  LINK 

*  I'm  all  for  your  organization  in  its 
Togram  to  stimulate  Christian  fellowship 
nd  present  the  ever-new  message  of  the 
Cross — redemption  in  Christ.  The  vision 
or  uniting  Christians  from  many  different 
jiiths  in  such  a  movement  requires  more 
han    just    human    resources,    and    I    am 


confident  the  Lord  has  put  this  thing 
before  you  and  promised  His  unlimited 
resources   to  carry   it  out. 

As  for  The  Link^  the  organization  of 
your  material  and  the  variety  of  topics 
provide  interesting  reading  material  for 
men  of  many  different  faiths.  Most  strik- 
ing and  most  profitable  of  all  is  the  fine 
use  of  events  of  today  that  lend  weight 
and  living  proof  to  the  Christian  way 
of  life. 

In  connection  with  reading  through  the 
November  issue,  I  thought  you  might 
appreciate  a  few  comments  on  it — sug- 
gestions, as  it  were,  as  to  how  the  content 
might  be  improved.  First,  I  liked  the 
article,  "What's  Wrong  with  Gambling?" 
very  much — it  presented  the  issue  in  a 
very  forceful  manner.  From  my  experi- 
ences, I  would  say  that  soldiers,  though 
not  Christians,  like  intelligent  reasons  for 
refraining  from  harmful  practices,  enter- 
tainments, etc.,  and  would  like  to  see 
more  material  of  this  kind.  Such  articles 
as  this  give  wise  counsel  as  to  the  positive 
answer    to    their    question. 

The  article  "Soldier's  Wife"  contained 
an  excellent  version  of  a  present-day 
problem  that  all  of  us  have  faced  in  one 
way  or  another.  May  I  express  dis- 
appointment, however,  in  that  the  per- 
sonality of  the  soldier's  wife  reflected  no 
Christian  testimony  or  experience  on  her 
part?  The  reference  to  dancing  as  a 
pastime  in  their  living  together  indicates 
their  life  w^as  not  different  from  those 
of  other  "modern  Americans."  Also  sadly 
missing  was  the  part  that  prayer  and 
Bible-reading  might  have  played  in  solv- 
ing the  problem. 

Moreover,  I  think  the  inclusion  of  arti- 
cles depicting  human  progress  and  suc- 
cess apart  from  a  definite  connection  with 
Christian  principles  detracts,  rather  than 
adds  to,  the  value  of  The  Link.  Let's 
let  the  boys  know  that  Christ  Is  the  solu- 
tion to  every  problem.  We  Christians 
have  problems  and  times  of  crisis  also, 
but,  thanks  be  to  God,  there  is  a  source 
of  strength  and  power  from  Him  that 
never  fails ! 
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In  one  of  your  recent  Topic  Talks  I 
read  phrases  that  lead  one  to  believe  that 
all  men,  saved  or  unsaved,  are  "sons  of 
God,"  that  all  men  are  "essentially  good," 
and  that  man  naturally  grows  better,  in 
a  kind  of  "progressive  evolution."  I'm 
sure  The  Link  did  not  intend  to  convey 
such  meanings,  for  they  lean  unfavorably 
toward  unscriptural  truths. 

Jesus  treated  men  kindly,  lovingly,  and 
with  the  greatest  of  compassion,  but  did 
he  ever  acknowledge  all  men  to  be  sons 
of  God  (related  to  God  in  a  spiritual  way, 
which  is  the  all-important  thing,  after 
all)  ? 

Did  Jesus'  ever  teach  "essential  good- 
ness"? If  so,  all  man  needed  was  a  little 
amending  of  ways.  This  contradicts  the 
fact  that  Jesus  died  to  save  us  from  sins, 
because  we  merited  only  judgment  and 
death. 

Man,  as  concerns  his  relationship  to 
God,  is  just  as  capable  of  sin  today  as 
ever  before.  Outwardly,  perhaps,  men 
have  made  much  progress  in  the  world. 
But  of  what  value  is  this  when  God  de- 
clares, "Thy  soul  be  required  of  thee"? 
We  need  God's  cleansing  power  in  our 
daily   lives   as  never   before. 

If  in  any  way  these  questions  and 
opinions  have  seemed  unwarranted  I  trust 
you  will  make  it  a  matter  of  prayerful 
forgiveness.  Surely,  the  greatest  fight  we 
have  now  is  not  against  bullets  and  armor, 
flesh  and  blood,  but  against  the  cancerous 
nature  of  sin  in  our  ranks.  Jesus  is  the 
only  light  we  have — and  we  all  need  to 
shine  for  Him  as  never  before. — Cpl.  J.  L. 
Dudley^  Camp  Shelby,  Miss. 

''Drill  for  the  souV* 

"Prayer  is  drill  for  the  soul." 

That's  a  line  which  just  about  sums  up 
the  attitude  of  the  average  soldier  with 
whom  I've  come  in  contact  during  a  year 
in  the  service.  And  I  believe  that  civilians 
in  areas  where  soldiers  are  stationed  have 
noticed  too  that  the  service  men  stationed 
there  maintain  their  contact  with  God  in 
the  midst  of  duties  which  prepare  them 
for  war. 


Each  Sunday,  throughout  the  cities  and 
towns  of  the  nation,  one  finds  the  pews  of 
churches  filled  with  men  clad  in  khaki. 
Baptist,  Methodist,  Episcopalian,  Congre- 
gationalist.  Catholic,  Christian  Scientist, 
or  whatever  his  faith  may  be — each  wor- 
ships as  our  founding  fathers  decreed,  "ac- 
cording to  the  dictates  of  his  own  con- 
science." 

Naturally,  in  his  own  community,  along 
with  the  members  of  his  family,  the  average 
soldier  was  a  church-goer.  For,  despite 
the  occasional  cries  of  alarm  raised  on  odd 
occasions,  the  average  American  is  a 
church-goer  and  the  average  soldier  is  an 
average  American  in  khaki. 

At  their  camps  and  bases  the  men  in  our 
army  turn  out  in  goodly  number  for  serv- 
ices held  by  the  chaplains  representing  the 
various  faiths.  One  of  the  most  impres- 
sive services  I  ever  witnessed  was  a  well- 
attended  Mother's  Day  memorial  held  in  a 
baseball  park  in  Florida  where  our  outfit 
was  bivouaced. 

Perhaps  one  of  the  reasons  for  the  high 
attendance  at  services  among  men  in  the 
Army  is  due  to  the  fact  that  this  war,  more 
than  any  war  in  modern  history,  is,  in  the 
main,  a  war  against  a  pagan  philosophy 
which  holds  that  men  are  slaves  of  the 
State. 

Men  are  strange  creatures.  Sometimes 
strong  men  fear  that  an  outward  evidence 
of  religious  faith  may  make  them  appear 
weak  in  the  eyes  of  their  fellowmen.  But 
when  soldiers  see  the  testament  of  faith 
and  the  strong  evidence  that  prayer  is 
heeded,  as  in  the  case  of  Captain  Eddie 
Rickenbacker  and  those  men  who  tossed 
on  rafts  in  the  turbulent  Pacific  and  found 
solace  and  salvation  in  prayer,  they  realize 
that  strong  men  too  can  pray. 

A  lot  of  the  resurgence  in  faith  can  be 
explained  by  a  single,  stirring  statement 
that  came  out  of  the  hell  that  was  the 
Philippines— a  statement  that  will  long 
ring  down  the  corridors  of  time :  "There 
are  no  atheists  in  foxholes." 

— Sgt,  George  A.  Wells, 
Gulf  port.  Miss. 
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Name  some  of  the  topics  you  have  discussed  in  your  meetings 


Are  this  magazine's  "Topic  Talks"  used  in  your  meetings? 
If  not,  how  are  your  topics  chosen? . 


Would  you  like  more  news  about  the  S.M.C.L.  in  THE  LINK? 


Indicate  the  approximate  membership  of  the  S.M.C.L.  unit  (or  units)  to  which  you  now 
belong  or  have  belonged 

Would  you  like  more  topics  in  THE  LINK  on: 

(a)  Moral  problems,  such  as  Gambling,  Drinking,  etc.  
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(b)  Religious  problems,  such  as  Prayer,  Maintaining  one's  faith  in  God,  etc.  

(c)  Social  problems,  such  as  Race,  Economics,  etc.  

(d)  Post-war    problems    

(e)  Other  subjects  


TO    BE   FILLED    OUT    BY   BEAQEBS    WBO    ABE 
NOT  ^MEMBEBS    OF    TBE    S.M.C.L. 

How  long  have  you  been  a  regular  reader  of  THE  LINK?  

Do  you  get  it  monthly?   ^ Through  your  chaplain?   . 

From  your  local  church?  . By  subscription?  . 

List  some  of  your  favorite  features  in  THE  LINK 


What  suggestions  do  you  have  to  improve  THE  LINK? 


Do  you  read  "Topic  Talks"? 


Have  you  met  many  service  men  who  are  members  of  the  S.M.C.L.? 


NAME  

ADDRESS 


Subject  for  group  discussion: 

HOW  A]VD  WHEN  SHOLXD  WE  PRAY? 

/^^  (loJ$e^  Qad^fian.  J!.i44tHen^ 

•  Questions  and  Scripture  references: 

1.  Ho-w  can  ive  believe  that  God  ahcays  hears  our  prayers?     (Isaiah  65:24; 
I  John  5:14,  15) 

2.  When  can  we  expect  our  prayers  to  he  anszueredf     (Mark  11:24;  Mat- 
thew 21 :22) 

3.  Why  are  some  of  our  prayers  not  answered?     (James  4:3) 

4.  Hozv  often  should  zve  pray?     (I  Thessalonians  5  :17) 

5.  What  prayer  can  zue  pray  oftenest,  and  with  the  certainty  that  God  zvill 
J^              answer  it?     (Luke  22:42c) 

I  ' 

l^Resource  material 

jBirrHETHER  you  are  in  a  bomb  cracer, 
^BT  with  artillery  fire  crashing  high  over 
^^ur  head  and  piercing  the  wild  night  with 

weird  and  terrible  brightness,   or  whether 

you  are  safe  in  your  barracks   with  your 

buddies,  you  can  pray  with  the  assurance 
;rthat  God  hears  you.     Prayer  is  vitally  im- 
1  portant  to  you,  every  hour  of  your  life. 
I  know  some  of  the  questions  you  face 

concerning  prayer.     Does^  it  really  do  any 
j  good  to  pray?     Will  prayer  stop  or  deflect 

a  bullet  ?     If  so,  would  it  hit  your  buddy 

who  doesn't  pray?     Is  God  in  the  business 

of   deciding    arbitrarily    which    bullets    go 

where  ? 
And  then   there   are    such   questions    as 

these :    How   can  you   pray   when   profane 

and  lewd  words  are  all  about  you?     When 

you  pray  for  your  loved  ones  at  home,  can 

you   be   sure   that   no   harm   will   come   to 

them?     Will  it  do  any  good  to  ask  God 

to  bring  you  safely  home? 


When  you  ask  for  strength  to  meet  some 
great  temptation,  will  you  really  be  strong 
enough  to  meet  it?  What  does  God  do 
about  it?  Will  He  do  anything  unless 
you  praj'  for  it? 

Can  you  pray  from  a  torpedoed  ship  as 
well  as  from  a  chapel  service?  Are  you 
more  likely  to  have  God's  favor  if  you 
pra\'  often?  Why  didn't  He  answer  your 
prayer  j^esterday?  Does  He  know  about 
you  and  does  He  care  to  hear  your  voice? 

Instead  of  trying  to  answer  a  long  list 
of  questions,  let  us  look  at  some  basic 
things  which  underlie  praj^er. 

What,  first  of  all,  is  prayer?  It  is  the 
sincere  effort  a  fellow  makes  to  get  in 
touch  with  God.  It  may  be  asking  for 
things,  but  it  is  not  always  that.  It  may 
be  praise  and  thanksgiving.  It  may  be  a 
plea  for  God  to  save  your  life.  Even  bet- 
ter, it  may  be  a  plea  for  God  to  forgive 
your    sins    and    save    your    immortal    soul. 
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But  your  prayer  is  always  your  effort  to 
reach  out  after  God  and  find  Him. 

You  can  pray  in  various  ways.  You  can 
pray  aloud  and  others  may  hear  you.  You 
can  whisper  your  prayer  and  God  will"  hear 
you  as  well  that  way.  Or  you  may  simply 
think  your  prayer,  silently,  in  your  mind, 
and  no  human  ear  can  eavesdrop.  Then 
you  can  say  things  that  you  would  hesitate 
to  put  even  into  whispers.  God  hears  you 
then  too. 

When  You  Cannot  Find  Words 

Or  you  may  find  that  your  best  prayers 
cannot  be  put  into  words,  because  you  can- 
not always  find  words  for  what  you  wish 
to  convey  to  God.  Have  you  never  tried  to 
say  something  that  mattered  a  lot  to  you 
and  have  you  not  found  that  you  had  to 
give  it  up  after  stammering  and  feeling 
ill  at  ease? 

Perhaps  in  the  heat  of  battle,  or  in  some 
night  that  is  darker  than  any  you  have 
ever  known,  you  will  realize  that  your 
spirit  is  reaching  out  to  find  God  there  in 
the  darkness  and  the  danger.  He  will  be 
there,  you  may  be  sure.  And  remember,  in 
that  moment,  that  this  can  be  your  best 
prayer.  For  it  will  be  not  mere  words  but 
the  outreach  of  your  spirit  as  it  tries  to 
get  in  touch  with  God. 

Perhaps  you  have  found  it  difficult  to 
pray  under  the  changed  conditions  you 
have  found  in  the  service.  One  chaplain 
writes  that  some  men  have  wondered  if 
they  should  kneel  to  pray,  as  was  their 
custom  in  their  home  or  their  church. 
What  do  you  think?  It  might  invite  ridi- 
cule. It  might  be  a  brave  witness  to  a 
great  faith.  Or  would  it  be  better  to  make 
that  witness  known  in  other  ways? 

Many  fine  Christians  do  not  say  grace 
audibly  in  a  restaurant,  though  they  do  at 
home.  Is  that  a  compromise?  Or  is  it 
only  an  adaptation  of  their  prayer  life  to 
a    public    situation?      If    you    are    sincere 


about  such  a  question,  you  will  weigh  the 
reasons  for  and  against  and  then  decide 
which  considerations   outweigh  the  others. 

You  have  not  always  had  an  answer  to 
your  prayers.  Why  was  that?  Certainly 
it  was  not  because  God  is  governed  by 
whims.  Perhaps  you  prayed  for  something 
that  would  have  harmed  you.  Perhaps 
you  asked  for  something  that  would  have 
hurt  your  buddy  as  much  as  it  could  have 
helped  you.  Maybe  you  asked  for  some- 
thing and  didn't  believe  God  would  give  it 
to  you.  You  just  wanted  to  see.  That  was 
an  insult  to  God  who  delights  in  giving 
good  gifts  to  His  children.  Perhaps  you 
asked  for  something  that  you  were  not 
ready  to  receive,  and  God  is  preparing  you 
to  receive  it  tomorrow. 

Or  maybe  you  prayed  for  something 
where  other  human  wills  are  not  ready  for 
their  part  in  the  answer.  How  long  have 
Schicklegruber's  son  and  Tojo'  delayed  the 
peace  which  we  prayed  for ! 

Sometimes  we  ask  God  to  do  violence  to 
universal  laws  of  cause  and  effect.  Sup- 
pose a  man  deliberately  exposes  his  body 
to  a  horrible  infectious  disease  and  then 
asks  God  to  prevent  him  from  becoming 
infected  as  a  result  of  his  sin;  God  could 
hardly  honor  that  prayer,  much  less  an- 
swer it !     Frankly  now,  could  He  ? 

What  to  Pray  For 

That  brings  us  to  this  question :  What 
shall  we  pray  for?  Strength  for  any  need. 
Faith  for  any  problem.  The  things  we 
desire  most  for  our  loved  ones  and  for 
ourselves.  But  remember  that  prayer  is 
not  merely  asking  things  of  God.  And 
remember  too  that  praj^er  is  far  more  than 
begging  for  mercy  and  deliverance  when 
you  find  yourself  in  a  lifeboat  or  when  you 
face  a  machine-gun  nest  or  a  bayonet.  It 
is  not  fair  to  God  to  put  off  meeting  Him 
in  prayer  until  such  a  moment! 

If  you  have  been  that  careless,  is  there   [ 
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any  hope  for  you?  Do  not  forget  that 
Jesus  promised  the  repentant  thief  on  the 
cross  that  he  would  be  with  Him  that  day 
in  paradise.  But  the  thief  must  have  wished 
he  had  prayed  of  tener  and  better ! 

Never  forget  this  one  thing:  you  ought 
ahvays  to  praj^  with  faith,  beheving  that 
God  will  answer  your  prayer  according 
to  His  will  and  in  His  way.  Jesus  taught 
that  we  may  secure  perfectly  mountainous 
results  if  we  pray  with  even  a  small  amount 
of  faith.  Faith  is  necessary  for  any  success 
in  prayer. 

How  to  "Pray  Without  Ceasing" 

j     Then  there's  this  :  When  should  we  praj^  ? 

When  we  feel  the  need  or  the  impulse  to 

pray.      We    cannot   pray    too    often.      The 

ipostle   Paul   advised  us  to   "pray  without 

:easing."     Perhaps  you  wonder   how   that 

is    possible.      Often    it    is    not   possible    to 

i)ray   in   an   endless    stream  of   words,    for 

Vou   have   other   duties   to   perform.      You 

nust  peel  potatoes  or  scrub  decks  or  chal- 

enge   someone  when  3'ou  walk  j^our  post. 

3ut  you  can  pray  always  by  keeping  your 

nind  and  heart   in   a   constant  attitude  of 

praise  to   God  and  a  constant  attitude   of 

onging  that   God's  will   may  be   done  for 

I'ou  and  in  you  and  through  you. 

How    will    you    develop    a    prayer    life? 

3y  praying  simply  at  first,  and  asking  for 

jhings  which  you  believe  are  best  for  you 

.nd  for  your  dear  ones.     It  may  help  you 

I  you  will  pray  at  certain  times  each  day, 

lerhaps    in    a    brief    and    silent    prayer    of 

hanksgiving  when  you  are   ready  to  eat, 

r  in  a  moment  of  thankfulness  and  praise 

/hen  you  lie  down  to  sleep  at  night,  and 

gain  when  you  start  the  next  day.    Or  you 

lay    silently    offer    a   prayer    of    gratitude 

I  .'hen  something  happens  which  helps  you 

ir  gladdens  you. 

1  Then,  when  you  have  made  some  prog- 
ess  in  these  ways,  try  to  understand  that 
rayer  is  not  limited  to  definite  words  and 


thoughts.  It  can  be  in  a  silent  attitude  of 
devotion  which  we  can  cultivate,  entirely 
apart  from  words,  whatever  maj^  be  our 
work  at  the  moment.  Try  to  cultivate  such 
a^  constant  attitude   of  reverence  for   God. 

If  you  want  a  clear  picture  of  what 
prayer  can  be  at  its  best,  look  at  the  pic- 
ture of  Jesus  pleading  with  God  in  Geth- 
semane :  "O  my  Father,  if  it  be  possible, 
let  this  cup  pass  from  Me ;  nevertheless, 
not  My  will,  but  Thin-e,  be  done." 

No  prayer  can  be  loftier  than  that,  or 
more  earnest  or  more  effective.  Surely 
God  will  answer  that  prayer  mry  time  you 
pray  it !     Pray  it  often.     And  mean  it ! 

But  the  chief  value  of  prayer  is  in  this : 
it  is  the  medium  by  which  you  can  come 
to  God  for  the  forgiveness  of  your  sins. 
"For  all  have  sinned  and  come  short  of  the 
glory  of  God"  (Romans  3:23). 

What  a  magnificent  way  to  reprove  us 
for  our  sins,  and  to  tantalize  us  to  reach 
after  the  goodness  that  is  in  God !  But 
there  is  nothing  that  we  can  do  about  it — 
of  ourselves. 

What  God  Does  About  It 

But  God  can  do  something  about  it — if 
we  come  to  Him  in  prayer.  Our  Saviour 
hung  on  a  cross  just  outside  Jerusalem 
nineteen  centuries  ago,  giving  His  life  in 
redemptive  love,  that  you  might  no  longer 
"come  short  of  the  glory  of  God."  But  let 
the  mystic  John  tell  it  better  than  I :  "God 
so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
Him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlast- 
ing life." 

Do  you  believe  in  Him?  Have  you  ever 
told  God  so?  Have  3'ou  ever  come  before 
Him  in  deep  contrition  for  your  sins  and 
have  3'ou  asked  Him  to  blot  them  all  out, 
not  because  you  were  worthy  of  that  but 
only  because  you  believe  in  Jesus  Christ 
and  you  are  humbly  and  sincerely  asking 
Him  to  be  your  Saviour? 


^ofdc  ^aikl 


B^  (Yemeni  QaAjKzn,  J.miHe^ 


FOR      THE      SECOND      WEEK      OF      THE      MONTH 


Subject  for  group  discussion: 

SOME  !§;tar!§;  to  steer  by 

*        •  Questions  and  Scripture  references: 

1.  What  is  the  influence  of  right  thinking  upon  proper  conduct?     (Proverbs 
4:23) 

2.  What  are  some  helpful  thoughts  for  the  molding  of  character?     (Philippians 
4:8) 

3.  What  was  the  assurance  of  Jesus  concerning  purity  of  heart?     (Matthew 
5:8) 

4.  How   far    did   Jesus   go    in    teaching    the    danger    of   improper    thought? 
(Matthew  5  :28) 

5.  What  is  the  reward  of  steadfastness  and  endurance  in  the  Christian  "way? 
(II  Timothy  4:7,  8;  James  1:12) 


•  Resource  materiat 

YOU  must  have  thrilled  to  the  stories 
of  mariners  who  steered  by  the  stars  at 
night.  Long  before  the  invention  of  the 
gyrocompass  they  knew  where  to  look  for 
the  North  Star  and  Orion.  Their  night 
was  alive  with  silent  friends,  and  by  them 
they  plotted  a  safe  course  through  the 
darkness.  They  could  leave  port  and  come 
back  again  because  of  stars  to  steer  by. 

You  find  yourself  looking  now  for  con- 
venient and  sure  signposts,  for  you  are  not 
always  certain  which  path  to  take.  Is  this 
course  of  conduct  right?  Just  how  serious 
is  this  present  temptation?  Others  go  that 
way.  Will  it  hurt  you?  Can  you  know 
until  you  try  it? 

Whatever  the  color  of  your  uniform  and 
whatever  your  rank  or  rating,  such  ques- 
tions confront  you,  and  they  are  not  easily 
put  aside.  Whether  you  are  at  this  moment 
in  a  foxhole  or  in  the  army  canteen  or  in 
ship's  quarters,  you  will  be  wanting  some 
stars  to  steer  by  in  the  service. 

The  first  of  such  stars  may  well  be  the 
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ideal  of  integrity.  Your  own  "personal 
integration,"  as  the  psychologists  call  it,  is 
of  utmost  importance  to  you.  It  is  bad 
for  you  to  be  divided  against  yourself. 
That  way  leads  to  a  split  personality,  where 
you  would  be  picking  up  the  fragments  for 
a  long  while.  Integrity  is  a  great  word 
for  a  man  who  wants  to  enjoy;  the  whole- 
ness of  an  ordered  life  and  the  success  it 
leads  to,  in  the  service  as  well  as  out  of  it.[ 

Don't  Let  Your  Guard  Down! 

Personal    integrity   covers   a   number    oi 
things.     It  will   begin  with  purity  of  life.! 
One  of  the  greatest  temptations  that  youF 
face  in  our  armed  services  is  to  relax  your| 
guard  against  immorality.    There  are  man} 
opportunities  to  forget  your  highest  ideals.ij 

Some  men  will  be  glad  to  excuse  theirll 
own  filthy  living  by  trying  to  beguile  yot 
into  doing  as  they  do.     And  perhaps  some 
buddy  whom  you  count  a  good  friend  will^ 
feel  he  has  a  good  joke  if  he  can  induce'! 
you,  just  once,  to  join  him  on  a  spree  thatjj 
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will  be  a  horrible  memory  as  long  as  you 
live.  You  know  many  who  think  it  a  light 
matter  to  dabble  in  shame  for  an  hour. 
But  it  will  pay  you  to  avoid  that  road, 
whatever  the  ridicule  of  your  companions, 
and  whatever  struggle  it  may  cost  you. 

Ottered  a  Lite  as  Clean  as  Hers 

Not  long  ago  I  had  occasion  to  write  a 
fine  young  officer  who  is  now  somewhere  in 
the  broad  Pacific.  In  a  cheery  letter  to 
him  I  wrote  that  I  remembered  how  his 
mother  once  told  me  that  his  father,  when 
he  proposed  to  her,  had  told  her  that  he 
offered  her  a  life  as  clean  as  the  one  he 
asked  of  her.  There  were  tears  in  her  eyes, 
I  recall,  as  she  told  me  those  words.  But 
they  were  warm  tears  of  happy  remem- 
brance and  of  pride  and  deep  gratitude. 
They  came  at  the  recollection  of  a  sacred 
picture  in  her  album  of  memories,  to  which 
she  often  turned. 

That  young  officer  should  know  of  those 
words,  I  decided,  if  he  had  not  already 
been  told  about,  them.  Knowing  him,  and 
•knowing  the  Christian  home  out  of  which 
he  has  come,  I  feel  certain  he  will  be  able 
to  tell  his  fiancee  the  same  words  some  day, 
with  his  head  held  high  and  his  eyes  clear 
and  unashamed.  He  is  that  sort  of  man. 
They  are  words,  by  the  w^ay,  that  every 
girl  has  a  right  to  hear  from  the  man  who 
asks  a  clean  life  of  her. 

Another    phase    of    personal    integrity   is 

'  honesty.      This    will    include    honesty    of 

speech,  honesty  of  actions,  honesty  of  reli- 

[  gious  profession  and  honesty  of  moral  con- 

j  duct. 

I     Is  a  lie  ever  justified?     Some  will  say 

i.t  is  if  it  is  told  to  save  a  human  life,  for 

instance.      I    heard   an   address    by    a    fine 

Christian   woman   who   had   been   interned 

3  by  the   Japanese    in    China   and   had   later 

I  )een  returned  to  this  country  on  the  Grips- 

i  holm.      She    told   of    some    tense    moments 

when   some   Japanese    soldiers   came   to   a 


large  building  where  she  and  another  older 
woman  were  with  a  number  of  young 
women.  The  girls  had  all  gone  to  the  third 
floor  and  had  barricaded  themselves  there, 
while  the  older  women  had  piled  furniture 
so  skillfully  on  the  second  floor  that  the 
Japanese  took  a  look  around  and  left  with 
the  disgusted  comment  that  there  was  no- 
body there  but  a  couple  of  old  women ! 

Will  someone  say  that  these  Christian 
missionaries  should  have  acted  the  truth 
and  not  a  smart  deception?  Suppose  your 
sister  or  your  fiancee  or  your  wife  or  your 
mother  had  been  among  the  girls  on  the 
third  floor.  How  would  you  have  felt 
then  if  one  of  those  older  women  had  told 
the  Japanese  that  she  felt  impelled  by  long 
habits  of  truthfulness  to  say  that  there 
were  a  number  of  splendid  Christian  young 
women  on  the  third  floor  and  she  felt  very 
sure  they  would  be  divinely  protected? 
How  Christian  would  that  have  been? 

But  this  is  clearly  such  an  extreme  ex- 
ception that  it  does  not  destroy  the  validity 
of  the  general  principle  that  we  ought  never 
to  lie.  We  detest  the  man  or  the  woman 
whose  word  we  can  never  trust.  All  of 
our  best  human  contacts  are  based  on  the 
assumption  that  we  speak  the  truth  always. 

Is  PTofanity  Ever  Justiiied? 

Personal  integrity  includes  also  the  mat- 
ter of  keeping  one's  speech  clean.  Is  pro- 
fanity ever  justified?  Have  you  ever 
known  profanity  to  save  a  life  or  stimulate 
another's  ambitions  or  lift  his  ideals  ?  Have 
you  ever  known  a  case  where  profane 
speech  or  a  smutty  story  ever  led  a  friend 
to  live  a  better  life?  A  soiled  vocabulary 
smudges  a  life. 

Another  bright  star  to  steer  by  is  the 
ideal  of  faithfulness  in  your  assigned  tasks. 
You  may  call  it  the  star  of  duty.  It  lures 
you  on  to  the  completion  of  work  that  is 
not  always  congenial  or  safe.  It  requires 
you  to  be  faithful,  not  for  your  sake  merely 
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but    for    the    sake    of    those    you    love. 

Years  ago  a  young  lad  bought  some  in- 
expensively framed  pictures  and  mottoes  in 
a  small  Kansas  town.  Among  theixi  was 
this  one,  which  I  believe  William  Ellery 
Channing  wrote:  "In  life's  small  things, 
be  resolute  and  great,  to  keep  thy  muscle 
trained.  Know'st  thou  when  Fate  thy 
measure  takes,  or  when  she  say'st  to  thee, 
I  find  thee  worthy,  do  this  deed  for  me?" 

Hang  that  on  your  star  of  duty,  and  steer 
by  it !  For  the  doing  of  small  tasks  does 
build  muscle  for  greater  tasks  that  will 
come  in  some  unannounced  hour. 

Many  a  man  in  the  service  is  assigned 
a  hard  job,  and  there  will  be  times  when 
you  may  face  a  particularly  dangerous  task. 
You  may  be  sent  out  on  patrol.  You  may 
be  sent  to  defend  a  certain  position  with 
your  life.  You  may  be  considered  ex- 
pendable. That  would  not  mean  that  you 
are  not  valued  but  that  you  are.  It  would 
be  a  tribute  to  your  calibre  and  your 
courage. 

Diligence  in  hard  things  is  not  easy. 
Faithfulness  in  the  face  of  possible  death  is 
the  mark  of  a  man  who  has  determined  to 
prove  himself  worthy  of  a  great  trust. 

Perhaps  you  will  say  that  you  will  need 
more  than  a  star  to  steer  by  in  that  mo- 
ment. And  I  shall  agree  with  you.  And 
you  can  have  it.  It  will  be  something  to 
stand  on  and  something  to  undergird  you 


with    a    strength    you    will    sorely    need. 

If  ever  you  have  that  feeling,  I  hope  you 
will  remember  a  brave  word  of  a  great 
Christian  long  ago:  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ,  who  strengtheneth  me."     - 

That  is  where  your  own  faith  becomes 
more  than  a  star.  It  becomes  a  foundation 
on  which  you  find  the  courage  to  stand, 
under  any  barrage  and  against  any  bayonet. 

And  now  for  one  of  the  brightest  stars 
you  can  ever  choose.  Let  us  call  it  incor- 
ruptibility. It  is  character  that  doesn't 
tarnish  or  corrode  under  the  bitter  acids 
of  testing.  Some  men  are  marvelously  | 
good — until  they  crumble. 

One  such  young  man  grew  up  with  the 
respect  of  his  friends.  He  went  one  sum- 
mer on  a  vacation  trip.  He  was  where 
nobody  knew  him.  He  was  tempted  to  do 
something  he  had  never  done  before,  and 
he  thought  nobody  would  ever  be  the  wiser. 

That  one  time  seared  his  life,  and  when, 
like  another  prodigal,  he  came  to  himself 
— a  terrible  place  to  come,  by  the  way — he 
lost  his  mind  from  the  shame  of  the  ter- 
rible disease  he  had  contracted  in  one  rash 
hour  that  he  can  never  forget. 

He  had  steered  by  some  of  the  best  stars, 
but  in  one  moment  of  unbridled  lust  he  had 
turned  away  from  the  star  of  incorrupti- 
bility. He  can  never  forget  the  violence 
of  the  lashing  waves  when  he  turned  from 
his  course — just  once. 
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OR      THE      THIRD      WEEK      OF      THE      MONTH 


Subject  for  group  discussion: 

WHAT  1$  HUMAX  BROTHERHOOD? 

Questions  and  Scripture  references: 

1.  What  zvas  the  cringing  cry  of  Cain?     (Genesis  4:9) 

^  2.  Can  you  give  a  New  Testament  reference  that  justifies  our  Christian  post 
tion  that  all  men  are  children  of  God  and  therefore  brothers  toqether^  CAct' 
17:24-28) 

3.  Is  this  ideal  of  hitman  brotherhood  entirely  Christian  in  its  origin,  or  does 
it  have  some  roots  elsewhere?     (Acts  17:28) 

4.  How  d6es  this  ideal  touch  our  worship  and  our  Christian  living^     (Mat- 
thew 5:22-24;  I  John  2:9-11;  I  John  3:10,  14-17) 

5.  Can  we  trifle  zvith  this  ideal  in  our  Christian  lives  and  still  profess  to  love 
\                God?     (I  John  4:20) 


cts 


I*  Resource  material 

jfflnHE  ideal  of  human  brotherhood  is  tre- 

tl.  mendously    important    for    all    of    us. 

rlobal  warfare  has  affiliated  us  with  many 

Vhom    we    had    not    hitherto    regarded    as 

rothers.        Chinese     and      Russians     and 

;' Australians    are    among    these    who    seem 

earer  now. 

But  this  ideal  of  human  brotherhood  is 

ot  new.     It  is  as  old  as  the  first  human 

imily.     And    it   has    tremendous    implica- 

ons  which  we  ought  to  consider. 

Look  back  at  the  old,  old  story  of  the 

•.urder   of   Abel.     Do   you   remember   the 

I'inging  cry  of  Cain?     His  hands  still  red 

\  om  his  slain  brother's  blood,   Cain  cow- 

;ed  before   God  with  this   querulous   and 

j  aven  cry:  "Am  I  my  brother's  keeper?" 

j  It  was  not  a   straight-forward   question 

lit  a  cowardly  evasion.     Cain  was  on  the 

lifensive.      He    was    fighting    a    delaying 

j  tion  with  words.     He  was   feigning  in- 

)cence  by  pretending  irresponsibility.   And 

;  has   left   a  host   of   stooges   across   the 

nturies.    Have  you  met  some  of  them? 


But  Cain  knew  all  the  while  it  couldn't 
work.  He  had  nothing  on  which  to  stand. 
He  knew,  without  God  telling  him,  that  he 
was  indeed  his  brother's  keeper.  The 
question  answered  itself,  for  all  his  feigned 
stupidity  and  affrontery. 

So  his  guilt,  in  the  light  of  his  own 
blundering  question,  became  a  double  guilt. 
He  was  a  murderer — ^he  knew  that.  But 
his  crazed  brain  must  have  sensed,  as  his 
stupid  question  reverberated  there  like  a 
frightened  voice  in  a  haunted  chamber,  that 
he  was  also  a  rank  betrayer  of  a  sacred 
trust  to  keep  his  brother.  He  was  a  sen- 
tinel who  had  thrust  a  bayonet  into  the 
back  of  one  over  whom  he  was  to  stand 
guard ! 

The  Cains  of  the  world  have  been  many, 
and  their  voices  have  always  been  hollow 
and  querulous  when  they  have  tried  to  sub- 
stitute questions  for  reasons. 

Can  you  imagine  Hitler  screaming,  in 
his  throatiest  gutturals,  "Am  I  the  keeper 
of  the  Jews?"    In  the  light  of  his  atrocities 
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a  terrible  chorus  of  a  million  pain-ridden 
voices  from  unnumbered  ghettos  could 
shout  a  bitter  "No"  to  that. 

A  broad- jawed  little  fellow  in ,  Rome 
some  months  ago  might  have  bellowed  to 
his  conscience  as  he  paced  a  floor,  "Am  I 
the  Ethiopians'  keeper?"  The  Ethiopians 
have  another  name  for  it. 

We,  of  course,  know  better  than  that. 
Or  do'  we?  Have  you  heard  someone  ask, 
"Why  do  I  have  to  work  alongside  a 
Negro  in  the  munitions  factory?"  Or  did 
somebody  at  your  side  today  ask,  "Why 
are  there  so  many  Jews  in  America?" 

It  is  interesting  how  this  question,  in  its 
various  forms,  is  revised  or  stifled  when 
the  brother  whom  we  scorn  becomes  valu- 
able to  us.  Before  Pearl  Harbor  many 
would  have  asked  if  we  were  the  Russians' 
keeper.  There  are  fewer  who  ask  that 
question  since  Russians  have  been  dying 
by  the  hundreds  of  thousands  and  have 
thereby  kept  thousands  of  our  men  from 
experiencing  the  full  might  of  Nazi  hordes. 

Even  butter  and  tanks  and  planes  can  be 
shared  with  those  who  die  with  us.  But 
will  we  continue  to  share  food  and  a  place 
in  the  sun  with  them  after  the  peace  is 
signed?  Or  shall  we  remember  then  that 
many  Russians  are  atheists  and  therefore 
imdeserving  of  the  friendship  and  the  busi- 
ness of   Christians? 

Paul  Stated  It  on  Mars  Hill 

This  ideal  of  human  brotherhood  is  not 
entirely  a  Christian  concept.  This  is  so 
important  for  us  to  know  that  I  shall  quote 
part  of  Paul's  glorious  oration  on  Mars 
Hill  at  Athens: 

"God  that  made  the  world  and  all  things 
therein.  .  .  .  And  hath  made  of  one  blood 
all  nations  of  men  for  to  dwell  on  all  the 
face  of  the  earth.  .  .  .  That  they  should 
seek  the  Lord,  if  haply  they  might  feel 
after  Him,  and  find  Him,  though  He  is 
not  far  from  every  one  of  us :  For  in  Him 
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we  live,  and  move,  and  have  our  being;  as 
certain  also  of  your  oimi  poets  have  said, 
For  we  are  also  His  offspring." 

Brothers  together  of  one  Father!  He 
made  the  world  and  all  things  therein,  and 
He  made  also,  of  one  blood,  all  nations  of 
men.     And  why? 

Paul  gives  two  reasons  for  this  mighty 
act  of  creation:  ".  .  .  to  dwell  on  all  the 
face  of  the  earth"  and  "that  they  should 
seek  the  Lord  and  find  Him." 

Theii  Real  "Home"  in   God 

They  were  to  be  a  divided  family,  find-  fi 
ing  a  home  in  every  climate,  but  they  were 
to  find   their   real  Jiome  in  God.     "For  in| 
Him  we  live,  and  move,  and  have  our  be-j 
ing." 

You  must  be  glad,  as  I  am,  that  the 
orator  that  day  employed  the  good  strategy 
of  bringing  his  hearers  into  his  own  camp. 
Their  poets  had  said  the  thing  that  was  |j| 
burning  in  his  heart.  They  were  brothers 
indeed. 

Jesus  reminded  us  often  of  this,  common 
brotherhood.  "When  ye  pray,  say,  Our 
Father."  Cain  never  prayed  that  way. 
It  might  have  saved  him  from  his  madness. 
The  shouter  of  Berchtesgaden  has  no  use 
for  such  prayer.  If  he  had  conformed  to 
its  implications,  the  ghettos  would  have 
been  respected  and  a  world  would  have 
been  spared  the  chaos  this  war  has  brought. 

We  who  are  Christians  know  that  this 
ideal  of  human  brotherhood  is  not  a  thing 
to  be  hung  on  the  walls  of  our  minds  like 
a  pious  motto  which  we  can  forget  at  will. 
We  have  a  duty  to  God  and  men  to  live  in 
the  light  of  it,  recognizing  its  imperative 
value  for  us  at  every  turn.  It  would  save 
so  much  of  our  tears  and  our  blood.  It 
would  forever  banish  war. 

Touching  every  area  of  our  lives  as  it 
does,  it  touches  our  worship  of  God.  Listen 
to  this :   "Therefore,  if  thou  bring  thy  gift, 

to  the  altar,  and  there  rememberest  that 
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[hy  brother  hath  aught  against  thee,  leave 
-.here  thy  gift  before  the  altar,  and  go  thy 
way;  first  be  reconciled  to  thy  brother, 
md  then  come  and  offer  thy  gift." 

How  tremendously  exacting  that  is ! 
Can't  a  man  be  safe  with  his  prejudices 
jefore  the  altar?     Jesus  thought  not. 

But  this  goes  much  deeper  even  than  that. 
Zan't  a  man  be  safe,  even  before  the  altar, 
rom  the  prejudices  of  his  brother?  "If 
hou  rememberest  that  thy  brother  hath 
lught  against  thee,  first  be  reconciled  .  .  . 
nd  then  come  and  offer  thy  gift."  We 
.re  to  take  the  initiative ! 

What    bitter    medicine    Jesus    prescribed 

or  the  deadly  disease  of  unbrotherliness ! 

?po  bitter  for  most  of  us  to-  take,  and  so 

/e  suffer  from  this  disease  which  spreads 

5iito  the  open  plague  of  war! 

Nearly  a  year  and  a  half  ago  a  group 
f  Negroes  set  out  by  train  for  a  great 
enominational  conference  in  one  of  our 
tates.  As  he  passed  through  a  Pullman 
D  get  to  another  part  of  the  train,  one  of 
lese  men,  aged  and  infirm,  thrust  out  his 
and  to  steady  himself  in  the  aisle  of  the 
irching  coach  and  unintentionally  touched 
white  woman.  Her  husband,  deeply  in- 
-jalted  by  that  accidental  act,  felt  called 
pon  to  rise  in  his  strong  manhood  and 
eliberately  strike  that  aged  and  infirm 
'egro,  accompanying  it  with  language  al- 
iost  as  bad  as  the  blow. 

"That's  What  We're  Fighting  For!" 

When  I  later  got  the  story  from  that 
egro's  pastor,  a  man  of  distinction  in  his 

}  Miomination,  and  when  I  expressed  sur- 
ise  and  regret  that  such  a  thing  could 
ippen  in  our  free  America,  he  replied 
lietly :  ''That  is  why  we  are  fighting  this 

jar.  We  haven't  yet  learned  to  live  to- 
other as  brothers." 

Was  this  Negro  pastor  correct?  Could 
m  put  the  sordid  story  of  the  cause  of  all 
'irs  into  briefer  compass?     I  can't.- 


What  a  sad  sentence !  Back  of  it  lie  the 
tears  and  the  toil  and  the  wounds  and  the 
blighted  homes  and  the  dead  of  all  the 
wars  of  all  the  world ! 

Often  it  happens  that  one  who  stoops 
to  bully  and  bludgeon  a  brother  and  blight 
his  happiness  will  unintentionally  let  us 
know  which  is  the  gentleman  of  the  two ! 

That  irate  "defender  of  white  woman- 
hood" may  have  sons  or  grandsons  who  are 
fellow-soldiers  with  grandsons  of  that  pious 
old  Negro. 

Color  Not  Decided  by  Skin 

If  you  have  never  read  Booker  T.  Wash- 
ington's great  autobiography.  Up  From 
Slavery,  you  should  do  so  at  the  earliest 
possible  moment.  You  will  find  there  a 
deep  humility  and  a  quiet  kind  of  heroism 
that  will  both  humble  and  inspire  you.  No 
man  was  ever  black  simply  because  his 
skin  was  dusky.  And  no  man  was  ever 
constituted  a  white  gentleman  just  because 
his  forebears  bequeathed  him  a  skin  that 
had  never  been  the  target  of  a  blazing 
African  sun. 

The  most  blistering  argument  that  I 
know  for  our  conceding  and  practicing  hu- 
man brotherhood  is  in  words  found  in  one 
of  the  most  gracious  and  glowing  books  of 
our  New  Testament :  "If  a  man  say,  I  love 
God,  and  hateth  his  brother,  he  is  a  liar : 
for  he  that  loveth  not  his  brother  whom  he 
hath  seen,  how  can  he  love  God  whom  he 
hath  not  seen?"  (I  John  4:20). 

He  who  "hath  made  of  one  blood  all 
nations  of  men"  must  wince  when  He  sees 
how  slow  is  the  resurgence  of  the  spirit 
of  divinity  that  He  lovingly  brought  to 
birth  within  each  of  us.  But  we  are  learn- 
ers, though  our  progress  is  slow  and  fitful. 
Some  day  we  may  yet  be  able  to  pray,  our 
reverent  voices  colored  with  understanding 
and  our  brave  spirits  shining  with  the 
realization  of  what  it  means :  "Our  Father 
.  .  .  fhv  will  be  done  on  earth," 
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FOR   THE   FOURTH   WEEK   OF  THE   MONTH 

Subject  for  group  discussion: 

SHOULD  WE  FORGIVE  OUR  ENE^UES? 

•  Questions  and  Scripture  references: 

1.  Should  we  forgive  our  enemy  nations  for  such  terrible  crimes  as  Pearl 
Harbor  and  Lidice?     (Luke  6:27-29;  Matthew  18:21-35) 

2.  Are  we  expected  to  forgive   those  zifho  ha^e  zvantonly   and  deliberately 
■   despoiled  great  populations t     (Matthew  18:21,  22) 

3.  //  we  forgive  them-,  cere  we  obliged  to  give  them  another  chance  in  the 
new  world  order  for  which  we  are  fighting?     (Romans  12:18-21) 

4.  What,  if  any,  moral  or  divine  obligation  is  laid  upon  us  to  forgive?     (Mark; 
11:25,  26;  Luke  17:3;  Alatthew  6:14,  15) 

5.  Did  Jesus  Himself  practice  zvhat  He  preached?     (Luke  23:34) 


•  Resource  material 


"TJOW  can  we  ever  forgive  these 
M.M.  things?"  Have  you  not  said  it 
again  and  again?  When  you  were  so  tired 
you  could  hardly  drag  one  foot  after  an- 
other, did  you  not  remember  that  a  scream- 
ing one-time  corporal  had  brought  you  to 
this?  When  you  awakened  in  the  dead  of 
night  and  thought  of  loved  ones  and  an  in- 
terrupted career  or  postponed  personal 
plans,  did  you  not  mentally  fume  at  an  odd 
old  fellow  who  plies  his  nefarious  trade 
under  the  name  of  Tojo?  Can  anyone  ex- 
pect you  to  forgive  such  criminals  against 
society  ? 

It  is  human  for  us  to  resent  the  intru- 
sion of  war  upon  our  peace-time  pursuits. 
It  has  cost  you  the  postponement  of  cher- 
ished plans.  Some  of  you  have  been  forced 
to  wait  for  the  establishment  of  your 
homes.  The  war  has  thrown  you  into 
gruelling  physical  exertions  that  you  have 
to  make  simply  because  they  will  harden 
you  for  coming  ordeals  and  shape  you 
slowly  and  painfully  into  the  sterner  stuff 
that  war  requires. 
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Perhaps  war  has  meant  severe  financial 
sacrifices  for  you.  It  may  be  that  you  have  j 
been  called  away  from  a  life-work  whichL 
you  would  give  almost  anything  to  be  ableL 
to  resume.  Certainly  these  things  arelad 
hard  to  forgive. 


Outrages  Against  the  Innocent 


Or  perhaps  you  smart  under  more  than| 
merely  personal  wrongs.  You  have  not] 
been  able  to  forget  the  horrible  outrages 
that  have  been  perpetrated  upon  innocent 
and  defenseless  peoples.  You  find  it  diffi- 
cult to  forget  the  criminal  catastrophes 
that  have  been  let  loose  upon  nations  that| 
have  been  rendered  helpless  under  the  on 
rush  of  the  crushing  machines  of  war. 
How,  you  ask,  can  you  forgive  these 
things  ? 

Forgiveness    is    not    our    usual    gift    for 
those  who  wrong  us.     Recently  I  heard  aj  f|, 
great    religious    leader    from   England    telli 
of  his  ride  with  a  young  Polish  officer  in[  j,, 
a  railway  carriage.    Thrusting  himself  back 
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ito  a  corner  of  his  seat  and  shaking  an 
dmonitory  finger  at  his  clergyman,  the 
•olish  officer  had  said :  "And  when  this  is 
11  over,  we  want  you  to  take  the  British 
[avy  back  home  and  take  your  army 
3me  and  just  sit  there  and  leave  the  Nazis 
)  lis.  We'll  take  care  of  them!"  And  he 
leant  every  word  of  that  impassioned 
atement. 

"We'll  Take  Care  oi  Them!" 

His  mother  and  his  sister  had  been  car- 
ed off  by  the  Nazis,  and  he  never  ex- 
acted to  see  them  again.  Besides  the 
mamed  dread  that  he  carried  in  his  heart, 
I  knew  the  Nazis  had  killed  his  father, 
Ve'll  take  care  of  them!"  What  would 
)U  have  said  if  3'ou  had  been  in  his  place? 
But  will  his  attitude  help  to  insure  peace 
r  his  children  and  for  yours?  Or  will  it 
ih^  help  to  sow  the  seeds  for  another  and 
■1  greater  war  a  generation  from  now? 
Magnificent  is  the  word  for  a  recent 
ok,  The  Problems  of  Lasting  Peace,  by 
erbert  Hoover  and  Hugh  Gibson.  If  you 
Jad  it,  you  must  have  been  saddened  by 
;  description  of  the  way  in  which  France, 
every  turn,  blocked  every  suggestion 
-  reducing  the  reparations  and  disarma- 
mt  demands  that  had  been  laid  upon  the 
:ant  Republic  of  Germany.  But  later, 
'en  the  opportunity  had  passed  and  a 
lating  Hitler  had  come  into  power,  a 
m  frightened  France  oft'ered  more,  much 
)re,  than  the  former  German  chancellor 
d. asked.  But  France's  offers,  one  after 
*  other  and  each  one  more  and  more 
■'lerous  than  the  previous  askings,  were 
l»rned  by  the  arrogant  Hitler  who  could 
;  forgive. 

vVe  now  suspect  that  a  comparatively 
'all  amount  of  forgiveness,  in  those 
i'lier  days,  might  have  allayed  the  growth 
i  prevalence  of  desperation  in  the  Ger- 
""  ny  that  elevated  Hitler  to  power.  Many 
Germany  had  no  sympathy  with  Hitler's 
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doctrines  or  with  his  political  ambitions, 
but  they  came  to  feel,  in  desperation,  that 
he  might  be  able  somehow  to  save  the 
German}^  that  smarted  under  her  humilia- 
tion and  reeled  under  crushing  burdens, 
partly  of  her  own  making,  partly  of  the 
making  of  others. 

One  cannot  escape  the  feeling  that  a 
hard  and  bitter  France  was  helping  to  seal 
her  own  doom  in  those  unrelenting  days, 
and  we  wonder  if  she  remembered  these 
things  when  later  she  was  hurled  to  her 
trembling  knees  before  the  unleashed  Nazi 
blitzkreig. 

Would  3'ou  say  that  forgiveness  is  pos- 
sible, even  for  the  young  Polish  officer 
mentioned  above?  After  the  Armistice 
that  brought  World  War  I  to  a  close,  it 
was  my  privilege  to  be  in  our  Army  of 
Occupation  which  surged  across  Belgium 
and  Luxemburg  and  into  the  Rhineland. 
There  we  Americans,  who  often  were  bil- 
leted in  German  homes,  were  treated  wath 
courtesy  and  even  friendship.  But,  more 
striking  than  the  friendliness  which  I  met, 
w^as  the  experience  of  another  American 
soldier  who  told  some  of  us  about  it  when 
he  was  later  my  classmate  in  theological 
seminary. 

A  Personal  Experience 

This  soldier  was  billeted  in  the  home  of 
a  German  widow  who  had  had  three  sons 
in  the  defeated  German  Army.  One  was 
wounded  or  gassed,  another  was  crippled 
and  a  third  was  killed.  One  night  this 
young  American  soldier  came  off  duty  with 
a  raging  fever.  The  German  widow  sent 
him  to  bed,  and  one  of  her  sons,  who  had 
been  a  medical  officer  in  the  German  Army, 
did  not  take  off  his  clothes,  we  were  told, 
until  he  saw  that  American  safely  through 
the  crisis  of  double  pneumonia. 

Was  that  real  forgiveness?  Why  did  the 
German  officer  try  to  save  the  life  of  that 
young  American  who  might  have  been  the 
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one  who  had  wounded  him,  or  even  the 
one  who  had  killed  his  brother? 

Why  was  it  the  German's  concern  at  all, 
when  our  army  had  perfectly  competent 
medical  men?  Will  you  say  that  the 
German  might  forgive  but  you  can't? 

Of  course  we  cannot  overlook  what 
Jesus  said  about  forgiveness:  "Love  your 
enemies."  Never  did  He  give  a  command 
more  difficult  for  us  to  obey.  But  He 
meant  what  He  said.  And  it  zuas  a  com- 
mand. You  face  commands  in  your  mili- 
tary service  and  you  are  forced  to  deal 
with  them.  You  are  not  asked  if  you  wish 
to  obey.  It  does  not  matter  whether  you 
consider  the  commands  easy  or  hard. 
They  are  part  of  a  discipline  that  drives 
you  toward  a  goal. 

But  this  command — this  is  so  difficult : 
"Love  your  enemies."  Does  anyone  have 
a  moral  right  to  lay  such  a  command  upon 
us?  To  that  question  I  should  give  an 
emphatic  "No" — unless  it  were  someone 
who  had  done  it  himself ! 

He  Set  the  Example 

And  that  is  just  it!  Jesus  did  it!  On 
the  cross  that  terrible  afternoon,  with  the 
shouting  rabble  milling  about  Him,  berat- 
ing Him  and  casting  taunts  and  maledic- 
tions upon  Him,  those  pain-whitened  lips 
breathed  a  strange  prayer :  "Father,  forgive 
them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 

"They  know  not  .  .  ."  Is  bestiality  al- 
ways so  ignorant?  Are  the  hard  and  the 
rude  people  whom  you  know  only  thinly 
disguised  ignoramuses?  Does  the  size  of 
a  crowd  set  limits  to  its  sanity?  Can 
public  opinion  be   too  public? 

But  you  and  I  should  not  forget  that 
this  whole  matter  of  forgiveness  carries  a 
divine  compulsion.  Many  times  you  have 
prayed,  as  Jesus  suggested :  "And  forgive 
us  our  trespasses  as  we  forgive  those  who 
trespass  against  us."  In  another  place  He 
stated  it  thus  bluntly :   "For  if  ye  forgive 


men  their  trespasses,  your  heavenly  Father| 
will  also  forgive  you.  But  if  ye  forgive  not 
men  their  trespasses,  neither  will  youri 
Father  forgive  your  trespasses."  That  is 
a  hard  rule,  you  say.  It  seems  as  hard  as 
granite,  and  as  unflinching.  But  a  rule  it 
is !    And  it  must  be  obeyed ! 
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And  now  let  us  recognize  that  the  matter 
of  forgiveness  for  our  enemies  reaches  be 
yond  your  feelings  and  mine.     It  even  goes 
beyond  your  own  responsibility  and  mine. 
I  mean  this :  there  is  a  kind  of  cosmic  or 
universal  justice  that  eventually  takes  care 
of   such   horrific   crimes   as    Pearl   Harbor! 
and  Lidice,  whether  you  and  I  bring  our 
selves  to  forgive  their  perpetrators  or  not.  1 
"The  mills  of  the  gods  grind  slowly,  but  * 
they  grind  exceeding  small."    Or  remember  "f 
this  timeless  word  which  the  long  centuries!  e 
cannot  touch:  "Vengeance  is  mine;  I  willff 
repay,    saith    the   Lord^'    (Romans    12:19,"l'i5 
Hebrews  10:30).  1 

You  and  I  may  well  remind  ourselves  'k 
that  we  are  spectators  or  very  minor  play-i  it 
ers  in  a  vast  cosmic  struggle  between  right?  ir 
and  wrong,  where  Another  calls  the  playS  It 
that  will  eventually  hurl  back  the  aggres-i  i 
sors,  even  if  it  be  at  our  own  two-yard  uc 
line,  and  He  will  run  interference  for  the  t 
winning  touchdown.  ,  oil 

Can  we  not  be  good  soldiers  and  sailors  p 
and  marines  without  hating?    Psychologists  ic 
believe  we  can  be.    Are  not  skill  and  valor 
mightier  than  venom? 

But  let  us  consider  another  aspect  of  thel  lei 
problem  of  forgiveness.  Does  not  theo-i  ifa 
retical  forgiveness  touch  upon  tin  and  rub-; 
ber  and  the  trans-Pacific  haunts  of  the  silk 
worm?  Do  we  feel  that  a  defeated  Japartll 
will  never  be  a  safe  neighbor  unless  we  ;ti 
clothe  her  in  sack-cloth  and  ashes  and  rags  I 

We  should  remember  that  a  poor  or  des-^ 
titiite  neighbor  is  not  necessarily  a  saf^ 
one.     Poverty,  of  itself,  has  never  been  a 
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;iiaraiitee  of  virtue.  Slum  areas  have 
sually  been  breeding-places  of  crime  and 
Durces  of  infection  that  endanger  all  areas 
f  social  life.  Surely  we  do  not  forget  that 
le    world's ,  greatest     literature    and     its 

L)ftiest   music   never    came    out   of   impov- 

rished  nations  but  from  those  that  were 

.ill  free  to  aspire  and  to  plan  and  to  build 

)r  their  own  larger  freedom. 

Many    voices    today    are    sounding    the 

larning  that  we  shall  never  realize  a  war- 


less  world  until  we  patiently  and  sanely 
build  a  world-society  where  all  shall  be 
able  to  live  in  comfort  and  in  the  satisfac- 
tion and  the  sense  of  security  that  comes 
of  enjoying  the  adequate  fruits  of  one's 
own  honest  toil. 

Even  our  enemies  have  rights  as  human 
beings.  If  we  deny  them  those  rights  it 
may  cost  us  dearly.  It  may  again  sow  the 
wind  that  has  for  its  harvest  the  whirlwind. 
Let  us  govern  our  minds  accordingly! 


By   Chaplain    Paul  K.    Shelford 
Amarillo  Artny  Air  Field,  Amarillo,  Texas 


rHE     recent     reference     by     President 
Roosevelt    to    the     planning     for     the 
;iture  of  the  men  in  service  emphasizes  that 
e  are  preparing  now  for  war  and  peace. 
Ae  know  that  the  best   soldiers   will  win 
^is  war. 

The  thing  we  often  forget  is  that  the  best 

jildiers  will  win  out  in  life  after  the  war. 

It   the   same   time,   we   are   getting  ready 

i^.r  both. 

It  is  often  said  that  the  army  will  spoil 

>me    men   for    civilian    life.      That    is    an 

accurate   statement.     It  is  the  way  men 

act  to   what  the   army   gives   them   that 

oils  them — or  prepares  them  for  the  larg- 

places  of  responsibility  in  the  army  and 

civilian   life.     This   is   particularly  true 

tlie  younger  men  who  are  still  in  their 

rmative    years.      The    manner    in    which 

\tn  tackle   the   task   of   getting   ready   to 

jfend  the  freedoms  we  want  for  all  men 

( ill  give  a  set  to  life,  a  bundle  of  habits 

)  Dm  which   it  will  be  difficult  to  escape. 

difference  to  duty,  slothfulness  and  per- 

tual   griping  will  develop   the   type  who 

ntinually  must  be  looking  for  an  easier 

tb,  when  he  is  entirely  on  his  own.  How 

|iten  men  in  training  forget  that  the  Army 

providing    food,    housing,    clothing    and 


medical  care  in  order  that  their  minds 
may  be  freed  for  the  more  intensive  school- 
ing and  activity. 

Every  man  can  be  one  of  the  best — if 
he  really  wants  to  soldier.  He  does  not 
need  to  be  in  a  combat  area  to  prove  his 
worth. 

Some  men  I  know  are  doing  a  bang-up 
job  teaching  and  drilling  hundreds  who 
will  see  overseas  duty  first.  Others  are 
conscientiously  working  to  provide  every- 
thing needed  by  fellow-soldiers  during  the 
training  period.  Most  of  the  men  in  train- 
ing have  accepted  this  period,  not  as  some- 
thing to  be  endured,  but  as  the  chance  to 
learn  how  to  get  this  war  over  with  as 
quickly  as  possible  by  doing  the  task  as- 
signed. 

For  the  sake  of  the  future  we  cannot 
escape  our  duty  to  the  immediate  business 
of  cleaning  up  the  unholy  mess.  Every  sol- 
dier should  strive  to  be  one  of  the  best — 
learning  the  necessary  self-control,  using 
well  every  hour  of  training,  practicing 
every  kind  of  discipline.  These  are  the 
men  who,  when  the  war  is  over,  will  be 
ready  to  hit  the  ball  hard  and  sure  in  the 
civilian  jobs  that  are  bound  to  open  to 
them. 
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Disciples  of  Christ 

Northern  Baptist  Convention 
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Evangelical 
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HROUCH  clouds  of  war  and  miles  of  space 

I  hear  your  voice  and  see  your  face; 
I  see  you  kneel  at  close  of  day, 
I  hear  you  softly,  sweetly  pray. 

"O  Cod,  please  keep  him  from  all  harm, 
Please  let  him  rest  upon  Your  arm; 
Protect  his  footsteps  all  the  while, 
And  give  him  strength  to  conquer  trial." 

Yes,  my  Love,  I  hear  your  prayer, 
And  though  my  heart  aches  to  be  there. 
It's  Cod's  wish  that  it  be  this  way — 
I   know  He's  listening  as  I  pray. 

"Dear  Cod  in  Heaven  up  above. 
Look  down  upon  the  one  I  love, 
Tell  her.  Lord,  she  should  not  fear. 
Though  far  away,  through  prayer,  I'm  near. 

"When  clouds  of  war  that  dim  the  sun 
Have  passed  away,   and  victory's  won. 
Protect  us  all   from  future  strife, 
And  give  us  faith  throughout  our  life." 


ix 


By  S/SGT.  FRANCIS  X.  SCHOTT 

Hq.  Btry.  193rd  F.A.  Croup,  Fort  Sill,  Okla 
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